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	1. Chapter 1

This applies to the whole story: I own nothing! This idea is mine, everything else, the characters, location, yada yada, is not mine. I would think you would know that since your on fanfiction...

* * *

><p>"<em>It makes me so happy. To be at the beginning again, knowing almost nothing...A door like this has cracked open five or six times since we got up on our hind legs. It's the best possible time of being alive, when almost everything you thought you knew is wrong."<em>

_-Tom Stoopard, Arcadia_

* * *

><p>Chapter 1: What a Weird Letter<p>

Albus Percival Wulfric Brian Dumbledore looked out the window serenely. The time was soon to arrive. This coming September one of the most famous names in the entire wizarding world was coming to Hogwarts. Young Mr. Potter was going to cause quiet a commotion in his arrival Dumbledore was sure. Though Harry wasn't the only student to be excited over this year, oh no, over the course of the last few years Albus had discovered a few other children that sparked his interest through his large network of information. Small things that most of the wizards who even told him didn't quiet grasp what they may have stumped upon.

There are a couple of hidden communities that had muggles and magical folk living in harmony without the wizards and witches having to hide their talents in any way. Dumbledore had been astonished to hear that these places existed, muggles still living in times without their electricity or cars, but with torches, horses, and magic still around them. One such place was in the highlands of Scotland, this place still they had magic surround them in their forest, mountains, and visiting witches and wizards.

He had wondered how such a place could have remand hidden from the Dark Lord and his Death Eaters. If they had known of this place they surely would have destroyed it since it symbolized everything they stood against: muggles and magic folk living in harmony.

It was investigating this that he had found the young princess with a spark for the mythical.

Merida DunBroch was an undiscovered witch and the moment the old wizard was aware of this fact he added her to the list of letters for Hogwarts. He found why the place wasn't in the papers or the Ministry wasn't investigating it. The wizards and witches that visiting this muggle community were a few teacups short of a full set in the public's view at least. Dumbledore on the other hand was very pleased and though he hadn't discovered the magic that hid this kingdom he had a feeling the mystery would be a great help to his cause and having young Merida around may open a few doors.

The next discovery had been a little less shocking but more mysterious. One of Albus's old friends had been looking around for a unicorn to collect some hair when he had stumbled upon a tower in the middle of a forest in the country of Corona. There was no door to enter and no way to climb up safely. He had heard a young voice singing a beautiful lullaby and felt strong magic. So strong that it seemed the vegetation around him became lusher until the song ended. He had called up to the tower but no answer came.

The man being poor at summoning spells, decided to go fetch his broom to fly up to the only window. When he returned to where he thought the tower to be though, he found himself lost. Wondering around searching, he could not locate the tower again and after many failed attempts returned home. He had written Dumbledore this tale and said it was a voice of a child and he was sure if anyone could find this child in a tower it was Albus. Always excited for an adventure, Albus accepted the challenge and after many months of grueling searching, interviews and research Albus had found that the only occupants of the tower was a single eccentric, untrusting witch and her daughter. The witch he could not find the name of, but the daughter had apparently once or twice written a short message about herself and thrown it into the river. It was obvious that little Ms. Rapunzel Sunworth was a lonely little girl and although the messages had asked for friends she hadn't said anything about the tower where she lived.

As for the tower, Albus concluded it had very strong wards and cloaking spells, the only way to find it would be to not look for it. It was this fact that stopped Albus from further searching. Instead he worked on a charm to use on his owls that after much experimentation would be able to find and pass these defenses for he was sure that the girl was a witch. Her name added to the list, he was to be certain that this girl would be allowed out of the tower to learn her magic no matter what her overbearing parent had to say about it.

The next case had a story closer to what Albus was used to, but with an exciting and somewhat personal twist. An old friend who served in the Order of the Phoenix and a close friend of many including the late Potters. Mr. Jonathon 'Frost' Overland was an amazing Auror with a bloodline gift for winter magic. When the war began his muggle wife had disappeared. No one knew what happened and whenever they brought the subject up with Jonathon he would shut down. Everyone believed that Death Eaters had gotten her. Only now did Dumbledore know the truth behind his old and clever friend.

A little rumor of a boy that froze his school pool in America floated Albus's way. Many stories like this were covered up by the Ministry and the child would be sent to wizardry school at the proper age, but something pulled the old wizard into looking deeper into the case. Apparently this wasn't the first time this boy had frozen something or made it snow indoors. It was in deeper looking that he had found none other than the lost wife of Jonathon Overland and his unruly son and sweet little daughter.

Deceptive Jonathon had hidden his family in America visiting from time to time and made sure that neither friends nor enemies knew of it. He had celebrated with them the death of the Voldemort and shortly afterward the first birthday of his boy. His wife had been pregnant with their daughter when Jonathon had passed saving the lives of many people fighting a Death Eater. When Dumbledore had found the family he went himself to meet them and talk. Mrs. Sarah Overland had known of her husband's passing thanks to a little glass charm he had given her. When it shattered she knew that she would not see Jonathon again in this life. Little Pippa never got to meet her Dad but her mother and overprotective big brother had shared stories about the brave man.

Dumbledore saw a lot of Jonathon in young Jackson and asked his mother that when the time was right, if Albus may take the child to Hogwarts. She had been honored and requested if Albus could hold onto an Overland staff that Jonathon wanted Jackson to have when he was older. The troublesome boy kept trying to find it and she was afraid his wasn't strong enough yet to control the magic it could unleash. The muggle woman didn't want anyone to get hurt. The old wizard agreed and took the staff that looked more like a shepherds crook back to Europe with him. He locked it away next to a certain cloak. The irony of that moment hadn't escaped Dumbledore and he still found himself chuckling over the items of past friends waiting for their sons to claim.

The last case that came to the Headmaster's office door had been only a few weeks ago and a big shock. Far, far to the North an isle existed that no one paid close attention to. In a small village of Berk another community of muggles lived once again stopped in times of old. Once again these people were not magical in nature but were surrounded in, well, magical nature. They had a nasty problem with dragons and instead of leaving like most muggles and a good many of wizards would, they fought. For generations these people fought valiantly against one of the worlds' most powerful and magical creatures of all times and the most surprising occurrence were that they fought well. Without magic these people stood a chance against these creatures. Dumbledore wished he had known about these people during the war. They would have been a huge surprise to the Death Eaters. Muggles that could fight off powerful magic and win.

Dumbledore again chuckled to himself and dropped a lemon drop into his mouth. The great Vikings of Berk were an interesting people and Albus loved interesting. He had not found the time to visit but one of his trusted scouts had found the chief's son had a touch of magic in him. By description the boy was small, scrawny, messy brown hair, and a sarcastic wit and just maybe a hidden genius. Not something you would expect for a Viking boy, but that only made Albus more curious. He added young Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third to his list of incoming students that very evening.

Now the letters were sent. The charm for Ms. Sunworth's letter checked and double checked. All Albus could do now was wait. Well, he could prepare for any complaints he would be getting and call Rubeus Hagrid to send him to collect the children whose parents would not be able to or willing to help them.

The biggest problem Dumbledore now faced was from other schools and possibly the Ministry if the schools got them involved. Hogwarts was one of the three institutes in Europe and inviting children that lived in the far North and in Corona which was practically next door to Beaxbatons was seen as underhanded not excluding the American institutes of course. The only ones that could really change which schools without any complaint from the Headmasters were the parents. Mrs. Overland already chosen Hogwarts and every other parent was a muggle except the unnamed mother of Ms. Sunworth.

Still, not places you would normally send Hogwarts letters to, but Albus refused to let these children go. Indisputably Albus was being selfish, having children taught magic is his job, not talent seeking but he had a feeling. A feeling in the back of his mind that it was crucial that these children come to Hogwarts for a purpose he himself wasn't fully certain as of yet. Their budding gifts may sift fate in some way and serve the greater good in helping- Albus cut the thought off there. He didn't partially like thinking in assets and liabilities, but with the darkness he feared was ahead of them all he had to, but for now Harry and all these gifted children were just that, children. They deserved these times of hope and dreams and wonder.

_Let them be happy and grow strong_, the old wizard thought, _for the sun will keep rising to greet the youthful innocent in the morning and their adventures are just beyond their doors. _

* * *

><p>Rapunzel was having a normal day in the tower. She was busying herself with breakfast and thinking of a new painting to put in the high rafters. She was a little scared of falling but the picture in her head wanted to be up there so badly.<p>

"What do you think Pascal?" the young girl looked over at the tiny chameleon sitting on her shoulder. The creature seemed to smile and nod and changed a sunny orange color. The girl grinned at her only friend and went for her paints. Just as Rapunzel was placing the paint box up on the first rafter a flutter at the window had her slip and fall on her behind. She looked up panicked at the tittering box until Pascal grabbed and steadied it.

She sighed, "Nice save Pascal." The small chameleon made a happy noise at the approval. The girl stood and rubbed her aching rear end looking to the window. The oddest sight greeted the eleven year old. A large horned owl sat on the window ceil, a letter held gently in its sharp, curved beat. The spotted creature looked at her with yellow eyes that seemed impatient. The large brown bird flapped its wings and dropped the letter next to it.

"Um," Rapunzel hesitantly stepped toward it, "is that letter for me?" The bird turned its head with a look of annoyance practically telling the blonde, 'duh, I didn't fly here for the view.'

"Okay," Rapunzel reached out and took the letter, "T-thank you." The owl hooted and flew off out of the girls' sight to wonder beyond her dreams. She sighed once again wishing for a moment she could fly away as well. She looked down at the letter it left.

_Ms. R. Sunworth, The Tallest Tower Deep in the Woods, Corona_

Rapunzel blinked in confusion. The only person that should know she was here was her mother. Was this a letter from some bad guys? Why would they send her a letter though? Pascal climbed onto her shoulder and made an impatient noise.

"Okay, I'll open it," she turned it over and gently broke the seal on the back. The parchment that she removed read…

_HOGWARTS SCHOOL_

_Of WITCHCRAFT and WIZARDRY_

_Headmaster Albus Dumbledore_

_(Order of Merlin First Class, Grand Sorc., Chief Warlock,_

_ Supreme Mugwump, International Confed. of Wizards)_

_Dear Ms. Sunworth,_

_We are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. Please find enclosed a list of all necessary books and equipment. Term begins on September 1__st__. We await your owl by no later than July 31._

_Yours sincerely_

_Minerva McGonagall_

_Deputy Headmistress_

Rapunzel's jaw dropped. A school of witches and wizards and they were inviting her to go?!

She was a witch?!

She was a witch?

She was a witch.

That explained so much! And there were others out there like her. She wasn't alone. Her mother would see this and let her go. She could have friends and learn magic and leave the tower, and some day see the floating lights, and, and she was a witch!

Rapunzel squealed with excitement and danced and pranced and jumped. The girl's magical golden hair circled around her and shined brightly in the early morning sunlight as she circled around the large room. She was going to school!

"Oh Pascal what an adventure! This is going to be amazing!" She kissed her little friend on the head, "We're going to school!"

* * *

><p>Merida grumbled as she brushed the small horse in front of her. The sun shone brightly in the midday heat of DunBroch castle, "She just doesnae get it Angus. I mean I would niver hang up ma bow but that's wat she wants me to do. Can ye see me doing that Angus?" The young colt nickered at her as she continued to brush the black fur. "Me neither, but its nae lady-like to be shooting a bow. That's the worst problem there. I'm nae lady, I niver want to be one if I have tae act like the way she wants me tae."<p>

Merida sighed, "Ya and I will go out there when we're a wee bit bigger. I'll shoot ma bow aw I wish then. And ye get to explore this here hoomland o' ours. It's a beaut o' a place Angus, just ya wait."

"Merida!" a voice called.

The girl groaned, "Speak o' the banshee, she's returned tae drag me back tae her lessons o' evil!"

"Merida," the voice of Queen Elinor came from the front of the stable, "Ya have a message."

The girl blinked at her mother, "Message? Wat kind o' message?"

"I'm nae certain. Come in so we may see," the queen answered and turned around.

She hesitated a moment then put the brush down, "if I'm nae back in twae hours come an' rescue me." The horse looked at her then turned back to his hay. With that she followed the queen back into the castle. As they entered the dining hall Merida found her father waiting. She wondered why this message was such a big deal.

"Oi, here's the lass now," King Fergus grinned at his daughter, "Dae ye have any idea why yer mum has us here then?" He asked the girl that returned his smile and sat next to him. The queen seated herself and pulled out the letter.

"None wat-so-eiver. Something about a message. She would nae tell me anything else," Merida answer him.

"Merida this letter is a big event here," she handed the letter to her with a masked face. Merida couldn't tell if this was a good thing or a bad one. Fergus raised an eyebrow at his wife. She simply gave Merida a steady look waiting for her to open it. Merida swallows and looked at the front.

_Ms. M. DunBroch, The Stables, DunBroch Castle, DunBroch_

Merida blinked in confusion. What a weird note. She turned it over and gazed at the crest of the back. She didn't recognize it, maybe from England? What did the English want with her? She broke it. If it was a marriage proposal or a love letter she was going to burn it. She unfolded the letter.

_HOGWARTS SCHOOL_

_Of WITCHCRAFT and WIZARDRY_

_Headmaster Albus Dumbledore_

_(Order of Merlin First Class, Grand Sorc., Chief Warlock, _

_Supreme Mugwump, International Confed. of Wizards)_

_Dear Ms. DunBroch,_

_We are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. Please find enclosed a list of all necessary books and equipment. Term begins on September 1st. We await your owl by no later than July 31._

_Yours sincerely_

_Minerva McGonagall_

_Deputy Headmistress_

Merida stared at the strange words silently. She waited for it to sink in. The silence stretched on.

"Well, wat's it say, lass?" Fergus asked his daughter. He had never seen her so still and quiet, at least not without a bow and arrow in her hands. A roar of laughter had Fergus jump as his wee lass clutched her sides.

"Oi, that's a good one mum! A magic school. Me, a witch?" the girl hooted again unable to believe it. Fergus quirked an eyebrow and snatched the letter from the girl. As he looked it over he joined his girl in her mirth. Elinor was not amused at the pair. Eventually the laughter subsided to giggles and gasping breaths as Elinor glared at the two. They noticed her look and Fergus was the first one to respond.

"Oh Elinor," he drew out her name.

"Nae! Donae, oh Elinor me. This letter is real and our lass has been invited to a school of magic," she said severely. Two pairs of eyes stared balefully at the Queen.

"Ya cannae be serious mum," Merida said.

"I am, Merida," she told her, "This will be a big change for us all."

"But Elinor, how do you know it's real? What are ye goin' on about?" Fergus demanded.

"I know because my mother had a friend who received one o' those letters quite a few years back," Elinor explained, "they were about Merida's age when it happened. Ever since then, the girl left fer this school and returned with stories. The school was called Hogwarts Fergus. I've met this woman as well. Why do ye think I believe in magic?"

Fergus stared at his wife silently. She was serious. Fergus had always laughed at the idea of magic. It was idiotic, but could it truly be that…his daughter was a witch? The king was floored.

"Da, wat do ye think?" the young girl asked. Merida was partly excited and partly scared, though she would not admit the later. What would a magic school be like?

The man looked in between the two women that were so important to him. His wife who was silently demanding what he thought about this. She silently asked if he would help his daughter and then his eyes fell on his little girl who trusted him.

"Fine, ma lass is a wee witch. Wat now Elinor?" Fergus said. Merida's eyes grew huge at hearing her father say that.

"We arrange fer her school supplies, her being picked up, and o' course the funds she will need fer this," Elinor answered.

"This is fer real," Merida whispered, "I am really goin' tae a wizardry school? In England?"

"Yes Merida ye are," Elinor said gently.

"Do I get a choice or are ye chosen fer me?" Merida asked.

Elinor was taken aback by her tone. "Eh, ye can choose o' course," Fergus answered for his wife.

The girl snapped up and was half way up the staircase before they heard her answer, "I'm Goin' Tae Magic School!" Echoed back to them, both adults snickered.

"She about as subtle as ye," Elinor said.

"Aye."

"I will send the reply tae the school then," Elinor gracefully rose from her seat.

"First triplets, now ma lass is a witch. Wat next? Mordu dancin' in with a wee skirt on?" Fergus said. Elinor rolled her eyes and smirked at her husband.

"I promise ye that I'll never change," she said.

"I'll hold ya tae that."

* * *

><p>"It's here! It's here!" Pippa raced around the small house holding the letter for her brother, "mom! Jack's letter of magic is here!"<p>

Sarah chuckled at her over energetic little girl. She had really been growing fast and Jack was already eleven. Jonathon would be proud of them both. They were both such loving children. Even if Jack was struggling to control his powers and got in some fights at school. It wasn't easy to live in a low income home with no father. He probably got bullied more than the teachers or Sarah knew, but he was a strong boy and Sarah was proud of him. He protected his sister and helped her as much as he could.

Pippa's head suddenly popped up in front of her.

"Where is brother?" she asked, her eyes huge with wonder.

"I sent him to get some groceries. We don't have anything for breakfast if he doesn't come back," she smiled.

"Oh," she said and looked down at the letter. A smile came to her face.

"We'll have to wait for him to come back," Sarah said a little worried the girl would open in impatiently.

"I know. I'll guard it until he gets back," she said with a suddenly serious face. Sarah bit back at her laugh at the cute face trying to be so stern.

"You do that sweetie." The girl saluted then walked over and gently placed the letter on the table and began marched around it. Sarah bit the inside of her cheek to stop the laughter, but she couldn't stop the smile.

At the store Jack was paying for the eggs, the bacon, and the pancake mix. When to his chagrin one of the employees had to recognize him. A man in his late forties with balding, greasy, grey hair and a pot belly Santa would be jealous of.

"Hey, aren't you that Overland boy that froze the school hall floors?" the man sneered. Jack frowned and quickly packed his food since the girl that was supposed to was staring at him like he had just grown horns.

"Yeah you are! Ya know that my niece slipped and banged up her knees on that little joke," the man went on. Jack glanced over at him to see his name tag read Gregg.

"Ya also made it snow in her class and she caught a nasty fever," he grinned without humor, "how did you do that you little freak? You really scared every kid in that building, ya know. The ice freak of Burgess. We could dress ya up for Halloween and sell tickets!"

"Look Greggy," Jack said lazily, his bags held loosely at his side, "I don't really care what you think. I don't care what you complain about, but please don't force me to look at your horrible face a moment longer. I might have to ask the nice miss to give me her pen to dig my eyes out."

The ugly overweight man laughed, "Real cute mutant. I can-"

Jack's eyes widen, "Please don't sit on me! I don't know what would kill me first, the weight or the smell but, I want to live!" The girl that was now leaving chuckled at Jack's barb which made Jack grin and Gregg scowl.

"Don't come back here," he growled, "and if I see any ice around here I will have you arrested you."

Jack blinked, "a lot of kids will be sad on Christmas, but okay Greggy. I'll take my snow and money to the other store."

Jack was out the door before the ugly man could retort. Jack rolled his brown eyes as he began home. Stupid small town rumors, they would be the end of him. Sure a wizard showed up once in a while to wipe a few minds that had seen too much, but the Ministry had been too slow to hide everything from the get go. So, here Jack was, the ice king of Burgess.

Adults hated him, bullies chased him, and other or little kids loved him. As long as his family was happy and safe though Jack could handle it. Bullies are whips, adults could be stupid, and fans are actually fun. The wonder of little kids and praise of his mother and sister were the only things that kept him from resenting his magic. Though he was really sick of muggle public school.

There were only three reactions he got from his fellow students, aw, hate, and fear. He had tried numerous times to show he was harmless and that his powers could actually be fun. Some kids even liked him for the snow fights and such in spring but then the idiots came in. These bullies called him a freak and trying to mess with him. He could handle it no problem it was when they brought up his family that he could lose his cool…and control. It was a pain that his powers reacted to his emotions. It felt like he wasn't allowed to get scared or angry or even sad without frost creeping in and making everything worse. It was a good thing that Greggy was an idiot and Jack had practice otherwise he could have accidently frozen the store doors on the creepy.

Jack shook his head knowing that if he had done that his mom would get that sad look on her face. Now instead, Jack would have to walk a couple miles for groceries instead of a couple blocks. Whatever, Jack thought to himself; I'm going to a wizard's school this fall so I don't even have to worry about it. Just one more summer and then he'd be out of here.

Jack glanced around the street and in finding it deserted he formed a ball of solid ice and began kicked it down the sidewalk. It rolled lazily ahead of him distorting the image beyond it and reflecting the sun rays around it. He let his imagination take him to the school where his father learned magic. Hogwarts was a huge castle by a beautiful lake. It was surrounded by forest and rolling mountains. He tried to imagine the huge rooms, the smell of the woods, the feeling of magic all round him. It would be a hundred, no a thousand times better than this place.

With his mind still an ocean away he came to the small house that served as his home. The white paint was peeling away and faded. The old tilted mailbox was dented from kids hitting it as they passed by it for years. The yard was small but the potted flowers were still blooming in blues, yellows and pinks. His mom loved planting and had a green thumb, but everything Jack touched either died or went into hibernation. The plain wooden door creaked as he opened it.

"I'm bac-ugh!" Jack was tackled by a blur of brown in a little sun dress.

"Jack! Jack! It's here!" Pippa shrieked excitedly.

"Pippa! Be careful, his hands are full," mom chastised her.

"Sorry Mama," Pippa said taking one of the bags from Jack and helped put it in the small kitchen/dining room. Jack chuckled and followed her out of the living room that homed two book shelves, one for books, the other for pictures and mementos, a couch, a small TV, and a table with a lamp.

It the kitchen Pippa had given the bag to her mother and was bouncing in a chair at the scarred wooden table. Jack also handed over his bag. Sarah sighed as she unpacked and found two eggs broken. She saw Pippa wince from the corner of her eye and hide her smile.

"Jack, there's a letter for you," Sarah said put the rest of the eggs in the frig. Jack perked at this and looked over at the table to see Pippa waving the letter at him.

"Open it! Open it! What if it talks or sings? Oh, or, or it could shoot out sparks and make party noises!" Pippa went on and on about what the magical letter might do. Jack laughed at her which didn't deter her excitement in the least. Sarah sat down next to the girl in the last rickety chair at the table.

"How will we know if you keep talking?" Sarah brushed some of her little girls' hair behind her ear. Pippa stopped midsentence and looked first at her mother then Jack.

"Sorry."

Jack had his half smile on his face as he broke the seal and removed the letter.

_HOGWARTS SCHOOL_

_of WITCHCRAFT and WIZARDRY_

_Headmaster: Albus Dumbledore_

_(Order of Merlin, First Class, Grand Sorc., Chf. Warlock,_

_Supreme Mugwump, International Confed. of Wizards)_

_Dear Mr. Overland,_

_We are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. Please find enclosed a list of all necessary books and begins on September 1. We await your owl by no later than July 31._

_Yours sincerely,_

_Minerva McGonagall_

_Deputy Headmistress_

Pippa pouted, "It didn't sing."

"No, it didn't, but when I send you a letter I'll make sure it sings to you," Jack ruffled up Pippa's hair.

"Jack," she whined playfully, suddenly her giggles stopped and she looked at her mama. It seemed something dawned on the little girl.

"His going away huh?" she said then turned to Jack sadness in her eyes, "Your leaving," she accused.

"Honey," Sarah wrapped her arms around Pippa, "you knew that he would be. Why are you so sad?"

"I know, b-but it wasn't real until now," she sniffed hiding her face in her mother's shoulder, "I-I don't want Jack to leave! I don't want brother to disappear like Daddy!" The girl started to sob.

"Oh sweetie, he won't," Sarah hugged the girl tighter.

"Hey now Pip," Jack got up and put a hand on her back to have her look at him. The teary eyed girl sniffed as she looked at Jack, "I promise I'll come back. Every summer and I'll write every week. I'll tell you amazing stories about magic out there. Maybe I'll even send you a present."

"You promise you'll come back?" she asked.

"Promise on forever."

She lifted her pinkie finger up. Jack smiled and linked his pinkie with hers.

"A forever promise," she demanded.

"A forever promise," he repeated. Sarah smiled gently. Jack had started that promise tradition when Pippa was being teased by kids for having second hand clothes. She had always been afraid that Sarah or Jack would just disappear like the man she never met, but heard about. Jack had convinced her that a pinkie promise was magic and could last forever to calm her down.

"What going to be at the school?" Pippa asked Jack.

Jack theatrically scratched his chin, "well, fairies, and mermaids for sure. I'll find unicorns in the gardens and dragons in the cafeteria. People will fly on brooms and pet talking cats. Candles will float around the rooms and the clocks will sing the time." Pippa's eyes grew huge. Jack laughed. Sarah rolled her eyes at her son and set her daughter down.

"Owls bring the mail and elves clean your shoes," she added.

Jack nodded, "the paintings will dance and pixies will bring me hot chocolate and cake."

"I want to go too!" she giggled.

"Oh do you?" Jack lifts her up and swung her around," Pippa the flying little witch!" Pippa was laughing and threw her arms out to fly.

Sarah began dinner and listened to her happy kids. She prayed Jack would be safe there. She knew that having him around Dumbledore was one of the safest places in the world for him, but she couldn't help the fear. It circled the back of her mind that Jack would disappear into a world she would never truly understand. Just like Jonathon did.

* * *

><p>Hiccup grimaced again as he got up. He rubbed his bruised elbow and picked up the way-too-heavy sword again. His cousin snorted at him.<p>

"Come on Hiccup. Use yer feet an' shield or Snotlout will trip ye every time," Gobber said exasperated. The kids were learning basic skills with shields, axes, swords and hammers. They had been at it for months now and where Astrid, Snotlout and Ruffnut were showing promise. Tuffnut and Fishleggs were falling behind. Hiccup was still on square one!

Gobber didn't know what to do with the boy. He and Stoick had arranged him to be Gobber's apprentice a wee time ago. At eleven, most of these wee ones were scrawny except Fishlegs. They had hoped it would build his strength so he could at least lift the weapons like the others. Now though, instead of growing strong the boy was coming up with crazy contraptions and ideas. Gobber was still happy, the boy had talent and creativity and a great eye for detail.

But then again, Hiccup was smaller than all the others. He was a fishbone even. If he didn't pick up soon he would never be able to defend himself. Gobber shook his head once more as he circled the arena. Astrid put Ruffnut down with a painful thunk. Tuffnut tripped Fishlegs and laughed.

The sky was steel gray and the wind gave a nice cool breeze no one in the arena could feel. Gobber could hear the construction of the repaired or new buildings from the dragon attack two days ago. The snow finally melted after nine months, just in time for those fiends to fly in and dose the place in fire. Yep, just a normal day in Berk, Gobber thought a little bored.

Of course the minute you think you're bored in this Viking town is the minute something crazy flies in. In this case it was an owl that dived over Gobber and straight for Hiccup. Hiccup yelped and ducked. The bird expertly went through the chain netting and circled the arena. The other kids stopped their practice to see it land gracefully in front of Hiccup.

Gobber started forward.

"What's wrong with it? Is it like, mental?" Ruffnut asked.

"Think we can catch and eat it?" Tuffnut asked. Both of them were ignored.

"It's holding something," Astrid observed. The white bird dropped a letter at Hiccups feet and flew off without another look. Tuffnut and Snotlout made a lung for the creature, but missed pathetically.

"What's this?" Gobber asked reaching Hiccup. They both looked down at the letter.

"Ah…uh..." Hiccup stooped and picked up the strangely delivered thing. This was just what he needed, weird messages from birds.

_Mr. H. Haddock, The Dragon Arena, Berk Isle_

Hiccup blinked. What the name of Odin's eye was this?! Hiccup looked to Gobber for an explanation but the stone-toothed Viking only shrugged.

"Got a love letter from a bird?" Snotlout sneered.

"It's strange to have an owl fly during the day. It could be-"Fishlegs started rabbling which everyone ignored.

"Well, aren't ya goin' to open it?" Ruffnut demanded.

"Yeah, what'd the bird say?" Tuffnut added. Ruffnut thunked him on the head. The two started to go at each other which was also ignored. Hiccup awkwardly shrugged and opened the yellow letter with a small dagger he usually kept with him…because it was the only weapon he could actually hold right.

Unfolding the heavy page the youths pushed each to get a look at it. Gobber pushed all of them back.

"Okay, Good 'nough today. Lesson dismissed. Go on shoo!" Gobber crowded the others out of the arena as Hiccup started to laugh. The others gave him a confused look before Gobber forced them away. Returning to the chief's son Gobber found Hiccup laughing and shaking his head at the letter.

"What's it lad?" he asked.

Hiccup took a moment to get control of himself then to Gobber said, "Apparently I've been invited to a school for wizards on the mainland…What's a mugwump?" Gobber's eyes widened and he snatched the letter from Hiccup. Gobber read it and then reread it. His face was somewhat slack but otherwise unreadable.

"Gobber who came up with that joke? Was this you or Snotlout? It couldn't have been Dad," Hiccup asked a little disturbed that his teacher wasn't laughing. Actually the longer the old Viking stared at the seemingly harmless paper the more tense he got.

"Hiccup come with me," Gobber turned and marched away. Hiccup's jaw dropped. Gobber looked…serious. He was never, well, rarely serious. He could laugh his way through most dragon raids, or Hiccup blowing up the forges…again, but this had struck something with the man. Hiccup stared after him confused. Could a little note that Hiccup was sure was a poor joke really scare Gobber? Gobber doesn't get scared!

"Hiccup!" He shook his head and followed after the limping Viking. He was acting, pretending. It was a big joke. Hiccup didn't have magic. He couldn't be a wizard. That was ridiculous. If he had magic how come he was picked on so much? How come he couldn't find the trolls or fairies he hunted for in the woods? It didn't make sense that Hiccup couldn't do anything…amazing.

Half way through the village Hiccup decided to try again and talk to Gobber, "Where are we going?"

"The meetin' hall," he answered not looking at the child. Hiccup raised an eyebrow. His dad should be there if they were having another meeting about the dragon raids. Which they were. Hiccup was certain since most of the villagers seemed to be missing. Besides the guys working on repairs.

"Why?" he asked.

"Stoick needs to know," he answered again.

"He needs to know about an owl message?" Hiccup felt weary. His dad was the last person he wanted to know about this weirdness. He'd give Hiccup that disapproving scowl like the owl was all his idea.

"Do we have to tell him?" Hiccup half whined half asked.

Gobber let out a heavy sigh the way most adults do when children ask stupid, but difficult questions.

"Aye, if his son is goin' to disappear fer a year or so he best know where to," he replied and quickly climbed the stairs to the hall and pushed at the door. Hiccups mouth went dry and he had frozen at the bottom of the stairs, staring at the ground. It was a joke right? What if it wasn't? No that would be crazy, Hiccup tried to tell himself, even if it was true. Him, leave to a strange land? To learn magic of all things? No way. The Vikings were superstitious people. Anything with magic, like dragons, was usually thought of as evil, veil, creepy and greedy. They were out to steal and twist everything good in the world. There were few acceptations. Would Hiccup be in trouble if it turned out he did have magic? Or would he be respected like some of the ancient stories of heroes preforming miracles?

Hiccup was shaken out of his thoughts by the opening of the doors. Vikings poured out the building chatting about the next battle plans and ignoring the kid stand at the foot of the stairs. Hiccup pushed up through the crowd of humans and finally clawed himself to the entrance just in time to see Gobber hand the strange note to Stoick the Vast.

_Great another thing he can yell at me about was_, his first thought, _this is going to be the most awkward moment of my life._

He clenched his small fists when he saw his father tense. Hiccup crumpled something in his hand. He noticed that he still held the envelope and the list of items he didn't bother to look at in his hand. The letter had known where he would be instead of going to his house…

"Hiccup!" a voice boomed. He fought the urge to wince and stepped forward to the two grim men.

"Is this true? Did a white owl bring ya this letter?" Stoick asked. More like demanded in Hiccups opinion. Yep there was the scowl he expected.

The boy nodded mutely not sure what to expect.

"This can't be happening," Stoick shook his head.

"It is," Gobber said, "so what are ya wantin' to do about it?" A strange spark was in the blonde's eye.

Stoick made a frustrated gesture, "he can't go." The spark brightened in his friends eyes in a silent challenge.

"Magic Gobber! My son is no sorcerer! He is a Viking! I won't have him messin' with that-that evil!"

Hiccup flinched at that.

"That might as well make him a half step above dragons!" Stoick bellowed. He saw that his argument got nowhere on the other mans' nerve however. Gobber had a sly smile on his face. Hiccup on the other hand felt sick. His dad had compared him to dragons in a horrible way. Was he a pest? A demon to his own dad? Was that what he really thought? Hiccup really wanted to sink into the floor or disappear right now. If he was magical why couldn't he at least do that much?

"Now Stoick," Gobber said in his your-being-absurd-voice, "You know the stories about these letters-"

"There hasn't been one for two hundred years!" he barked.

"True, but some of those that came back became heroes or miracle workers. They helped save people Stoick," Gobber said.

"Aye, or tortured and killed them. Even heard of a man being turned into a boar," Stoick said back. He knew Gobber had something up his greasy sleeve, he just wasn't sure what. Hiccup through this argument had been forgotten. Ironic since the topic was about him. He sat there listening to their opinion and unable to believe what he was hearing. Besides how hateful his dad was being, he couldn't see himself doing any of the amazing things Gobber was beginning to describe or the horrors his dad threw back. Finally Gobber decided to pull his ace that he knew would end this.

"They were said to slay dragons most beautifully too. Even used the dragons' magic and power against them," Gobber grinned like a fox that got away with a chicken. Stoick pulled up short.

"We kill them just fine," Stoic said weakly knowing he couldn't beat this fact. Hiccup on the other hand choked. This finally got the attention of the other two who both looked at him. Gobber had a gloating gleam and a matching grin on his face. Stoic looked at him a little defeated and disappointed that in his mind at least, he couldn't save the boy from a strange fact.

"M-me? No way! B-but a whole year to magic school? Dad really? So far away?" Hiccup stammered not sure if he should feel scared or excited. His dad was telling him to leave?

"Aye, boy," Stoick said, "We'll be sending the reply and next time with go down to trade we'll leave ya to someone there." His tone rang with finality. Hiccup stood up astounded. He couldn't find his voice. Stoick stood and at the door paused.

"In a months' time we'll ship out," and with that said he left. Hiccups knees were shaking. He suddenly went to the saddest excuse of a Viking to a sorcerer. He couldn't figure out if that was a good thing or a bad one. He tried to remember some of the old legends but at that moment he was drawing a blank. Gobbers' hand dropping on to his shoulder made him stubble.

"Good fer ye lad," he was still grinning, "ya'll do great! A flick of yer fingers and dragons will drop out of the sky! Imagine the adventures! Don't know what magic types do but I'm sure ye'll be fine!"

Hiccup sighed. Knowing himself, he'd probably crash and burn before he got off the ship. Thor help him.

* * *

><p><strong>After Class Speech<strong>

A bright light turns onto a dark wood stage with an elegantly carved podium that gleamed in the stage light. A figure in a long black cloak with red trim steps up and shuffles papers loudly. His hood hide his eyes, but a view of the lower half of his face shows itself in the bright light, the audience (you) fall silent. After he clears throat he begins.

The figure grins widely, "Hello readers. It's a pleasure to see you all." The Critic shifts through the pages, "now, I'm not sure of how often I can update my story, but I assure you it will be updated. I can't help that college work will take priority. I know it was a slow beginning, but I'm sure it'll pick up." The Critic mutters to himself. " Also I have an opening for a Beta so if you are interested please PM me." He frowns down at the page. "Oh and leave a review if you want the next chapter sooner." There stands a long awkward pause as the Critic shifts through papers. "I guess I should also thank you for reading. Honestly reading this script sucks." The Critic tosses the papers over his shoulder, "I'm burning whoever wrote this. See ya."

With a deep bow the Critic disappears in a cloud of smoke that has the front row coughing and their eyes watering.


	2. Chapter 2

_"I am looking for someone to share in an adventure that I am arranging, and it's very difficult to find anyone._

_I should think so – in these parts! We are plain quiet folk and have no use for adventures. Nasty disturbing uncomfortable things! Make you late for dinner!"_

_-J.R.R. Tolkien, The Hobbit_

* * *

><p>Chapter 2: A First Meeting<p>

Gothel couldn't believe this! How had they sent that infernal letter?! She had given this tower ever protection she could think of and than some, so how had that old coot found her flower?! The moment the little girl had shown her the familiar yellow atrocity Gothel wanted to pack up and flee. The only reason she remained was because they would find her for sure if she left. Still, they didn't know everything; otherwise Aurors would be at her window instead of this simple letter.

After snatching it from Rapunzel and sending the girl away, Gothel had to sit and think. She could go a couple of years without the flower's magic, but she wasn't thrilled to have her flower out of her sight. Rapunzel would be exposed to the magical world but not the Capital of Corona per say. It has been roughly eleven years since the Dark Lord's fall and the Death Eaters were all but forgotten. It was doubtful there was any picture of her anymore. Besides she had always been a behind the scenes kinda witch so none of her victims would be able to recognize her even though she hasn't changed at all.

After thinking over the possibilities and her chances to get caught she decided it was safe to allow Rapunzel to attend Hogwarts, with a few conditions of course. The kingdom of Corona wouldn't be wondering about a girl in England going to school and as long as Gothel was careful no one would be suspicious. With an exasperated sigh she climbed the wooden stairs to Rapunzel's room to discover the crying girl balled up on her bed.

Gothel rolled her eyes, "Rapunzel."

She mumbled something into the covers of her bed.

Gothel's frown deepened. "Rapunzel I don't like you mumbling."

Her little head shot up, her watery eyes glistened, "you won't let me go." She sobbed pitifully.

Gothel let out a sigh of annoyance, "Actually sweetie, I think its okay for you to go-"

She jumped up with a joyous shout and clasped her mother in a tight hug.

"But there will be some rules," Gothel said. Rapunzel gazed up at her, "You must understand Rapunzel that it isn't perfectly safe there. Bad things have happened to students and staff. People are cruel and selfish. Don't trust them completely, your gift is uniquely yours so people will still try and take it. That is why I don't want you to tell anyone about your gift."

Rapunzel nodded energetically, "Tell no one my secret and be careful," she summed up.

"Not even the teachers, the headmaster, or anyone else in charge of you while you're there. Not even you're closest friends, okay?" Gothel pressed this on the naive child.

"Okay!"

"I love you."

"I love you more," was the blondes' automatic response.

"I love you most," Gothel said, and pecked a kiss on her forehead, "now let's go have supper and I'll arrange things so you can get your school supplies."

Rapunzel's eyes were huge, "I get to go and buy me own things? I get to leave the tower?" Gothel frowned at the wonder in her voice. Sadly, Gothel couldn't order or get everything herself. They needed the girl to be there for her robes and wand.

"Don't forget how dangerous it is out there," she sat down and gave the child a bowl, "It's just safer that way."

"Yes mom," Rapunzel grinned. Gothel hid her sneer with a glass of water. If Dumbledore forced her to be the bad guy she would be, but until then she would play his game. It was only a matter of time until the pieces were brought together by fate. Then that old fool would pay for all the trouble he caused.

* * *

><p>Hiccup leaned only a little over the side of the ship. If he squinted he could just make out the edge of a place called DunBroch.<p>

"Bye Useless!" a sharp shove had Hiccup pin wheeling his arms for balance. He saved himself last minute by grabbing the lip of the shield hanging just below the edge of the water and pushing himself upright. Turning around he found Snotlout laughing like a drunken troll. He scowled at the much larger boy.

"Wonderful. I wonder what kind of fish you will be before I-"

"Hiccup!" Stoick came up to the boys cutting off Hiccup's threat, "you got all ya need?"

With a quietly sneered, "freak" Snotlout returned to his rowing position. Hiccup decided to ignore that and focus on his dad.

"Who are these people I'm staying with?" He asked in a wary tone.

"King Fergus has agreed to let you stay in his castle. He has a girl your age going to your school," the chief explained staring at the land growing nearer by the minute, "we sent each other letters. My English is better than I thought it was. Thanks for the help, by the way."

Ah yes the letters. How could Hiccup forget? Stiock _speaking_ English actually wasn't that bad. It helped with the trades and politics, but his writing was…well a sheep with a bad hoof could write as well as Stoick. It being like this, Hiccup had to write Stoick's responses and it had gotten colorful between the two. He hadn't read Fergus's letters, but he was surprised Stoick wasn't getting ready to attack the DunBroch castle as an alternative of leaving Hiccup there.

_"That damned skirt wearing little fish chum! Who does he think he is? My people did nothing of the sort!" Stoick growled at the letter, "May Thor strike him with a hundred bolts!"_

_Hiccup blinked confused, "What did he say?" Stoick only waved his hand._

_"Okay, here's what you're going to write…Ye cowardly kilt wearing lass. My boy is going to a school over on the mainland. He'll be staying with ya or so help me, I do just what you're accusing me of doing! You think Vikings are barbaric now, I'll show you how barbaric we can really get!" A couple of endearing insults and a jab at his mother had ended the letter and Hiccup was sure he would be camping on the road until school started._

Hiccup shook off the memory as the shadow of the castle consumed the Viking ship. When had that gotten so close? Hiccup looked up at the building. It seemed sturdy and squat. The grey stone was a bored contrast to the green rolling hills and tall green trees beyond it. A group of men was waiting at the docks for them. They were all wearing kilts, furs, weapons and armor. They didn't seem that different from the arriving Vikings really. Besides the kilts, Hiccup's eye twitched with nerves.

This could be bad. Stoick was the first off. Gobber and Hiccup came up behind him. A tall man, almost as tall as Stoick, stepped up to them. He had a short bread and hair that was flaming red. He was missing a leg which had been replaced by a wooden one like Gobbers'. He was muscular and big and intimidating with his long sword and scowl.

"Chief Stoick the Vast?"

"King Fergus DunBroch?"

There was a moment of tense silence. Hiccup's heart was pounding so hard he wondered if his ribs will be bruised. He kept his face a cool mask though. He was ready to step in if it got bad. He could reason a lot better than Stoick. They didn't want a fight here.

Both men burst into laughter and after the shock wore off, Hiccup was able to relax his tense narrow shoulders.

"So this is the bloody Viking that demanded mae help. You're a wee bit smarter lookin' than I first thought, "Fergus chuckled.

"Aye and I thought I'd be dealin' with a scrawny wining rat of a Scotsman," Stoick replied. Both men howled with laughter again.

"Com' on then, let's get ye a drink back at the castle," Fergus clapped his arm around Stoick's broad shoulders. The party at the docks cheered and started climbing the stairs to the castle. Hiccup hid his grimace as he lugged his rucksack and somewhat larger bag up the stone carved steps. Gobber walked by and grabbed the larger bag with no comment or sideways glance and continued up. Hiccup silently thanked him and quickened his pace to catch up.

Finally they reached the top. Hiccup felt exhausted yet when he glanced back down he figured it wasn't as far a climb as he let his imagination get him to believe. _So much for being a Viking_, he thought bitterly. He caught the ugly mug of Snotlout heading up and moved faster to stay ahead of his cousin. He really didn't need to deal with his idiot cousin alongside a cliff edge.

The grey walls looked less impressive up close. Without the cliffs and hills it looked extremely squatted. Some of the bricks looked like they were ready to crumble with moss and small plant life growing in their crevices. They crossed a draw bridge to enter a town square. It wasn't much bigger then Berk nor was it anymore amazing. Hiccup did see a blanket of some kind with amazing Celtic knots circling and curving around its center in meticulous patterns. The gold in the knot work set beautifully against the rich green in the rest of the fabric.

Actually the more Hiccup looked around the more he noticed some of the beautiful things this small kingdom had to offer. Knot work decorated many of the weapons, cloths, fabrics, and wood works around the humble homes. A delicious smell of fruits and spiced cooking meat floated from one of the settlements. They entered the castle grounds as servants went about their duties. The men that had followed King Fergus dispersed to who knows where. Some of the trade goods, gifts, and other items the Vikings brought were whisked away by the servants, including Hiccups luggage and Stoick, Hiccup, Gobber, and a few others were ushered into the castle.

The King gave them a little tour around the place. To Hiccup the halls seemed dark, the rooms looked cold, and the stairs looked precarious not to add the deadly weapons the Scotsmen liked to decorate with. The place looked gloomy and grey if it wasn't adorned in the weapons and tapestries they hung on the walls. Just like home, but more organized, and older. Definitely older, of course their castle wasn't burned down by a thirty foot long firing breathing dragon every couple of years or so.

"What do you think boy?" Gobber asked in Norse so that their neither host nor his servants could understand them.

Hiccup shrugged half halfheartedly, "it looks comfortable enough. Their art is interesting, their weapons are impressive." He didn't know what the warrior was asking.

"No! I meant the DunBroch lad," Gobber rolled his eyes, "You wrote the letters that Stoick sent. You must know that Fergus thought we were plannin' a raid and had some bad mixin's with Vikings before."

Hiccup paled a little," No, I didn't know! I didn't get to read his letters. Dad struggles with writing English not too much with reading it." Hiccup looked up at the King and his Dad chatting away and laughing about hunting trip stories they were sharing, "Please tell me it wasn't a Viking that took his leg." He whispered to Gobber even though the King wasn't listening. His hands were clammy and Hiccup wiped them on his pants. The tour group entered the kitchens.

"I don't know. What convinced him to let you stay here?" Gobber shrugged.

"Dad said some girl is going to the same school-"

"That's right!" Gobber cut him off, "Stoick told me that a princess here was a witch."

Hiccup dropped his jaw. A princess? A witch? So King Fergus's daughter was a witch?

"A witch? Ugh! This place is full of freaks like him then," Hiccup turned to see that Snotlout was one of the Vikings that had joined the tour of the castle. Before he could say anything though a racket brought everyone's attention back to the kitchen.

A flustered woman was holding a flailing baby that had a pastry in its mouth. She had another baby under her arm that had some sort of cream all over his little face. A third baby was sitting next to a plate of pastries and had pushed several bowl and platters to the floor to reach them. The servant woman was making distressed noises as she tried not to drop the two she was holding and stop all three of them from getting the sweet desserts.

"Boys!" Fergus barked. He marched up to the poor woman that was just as covered in food as the babies were. The children looked up at the King and all three of them smiled at the same moment. Hiccup thought it looked creepy. He also recognized that each baby had a mob of red curly hair. Their blue eyes gleamed. They were triplets and down right devious, Hiccup was sure.

Fergus lifted one of them from the servant woman and chuckled. He turned to Stoick, "these here are mae devilish sons. Harris, Hubert, and Hamish. They are a wee bit too young to be joinin' us fer dinner so this might as well be the only time ye get to see 'em," Fergus grinned. He made no indication to any particular boy when he had introduced them so Hiccup didn't know which was which. He didn't think Fergus did either.

"Fine boys ya have. I'm sorry I can only stay a single night," Stoick said also grinning at the children whom a couple of servants were taking to clean up. The babies were busy trying to get their chubby hands on more sugar, but they continued to give the Vikings curious glances until they were whisked away.

"Aye, we could have had a fine huntin' trip, Stoick! Maybe next time, but since ye'll be here fer a night we must celebrate!" Fergus claimed loudly. Shouts of approval came from the surrounding crowd, and the Vikings that understood enough English to get that a party was on its way started muttering to each other excited.

"Wha'd he say?" Snotlout demanded. He looked around the cheering group that began heading its way back up the stairs to Odin knows where.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, "You don't know English? I'm better then you at something? Loki must be laughing." Snotlout scowled at him. Hiccup was sure that his smart mouth was going to get him killed. Before Snotlout could do much of anything Gobber answered his questioned and ushered both boys after the crowd.

"He said that since we're here for only a night the King is throwing us a party," Gobber answered sounding somehow bored and hopeful at the same time. Hiccup took the chance Gobber gave him and slipped through the crowd and back to the front with his dad and the King.

They entered a large dining hall. Six tables were set up, one faced horizontal to the rest. Hiccup knew that this table at the head was going to be for the royal families. The room was large with stairs and railing so the people on the second floor could look over. A fire crackled in the hearth and tall candles gave the place a comfortable golden light. It almost seemed cozy. Hiccup wondered if Scotsmen food was as tasteless as Viking food when he heard Fergus.

"Oh that's right! Ye havenae met mae queen o' lass yet!" Fergus gasped. _Oh gods_, Hiccup thought, _I forgot about the princess witch. _"No worries though. The feast is about tae begin and they'll be here fer that. Ye'll like mae daughter Stoick, she's a real spit fire her." Stoick grinned. Hiccup worried more. Was she ugly? Did she have huge broad shoulders, a brick of a forehead, meaty arms, and warts? Or crazy? Maybe she was an idiot or violet. Or worse, she could be all of those with a horrible smell of rotten eggs to add to the disgusting mix.

"Speak o' which. What 'bout yer lad? I donae think ya introduced him," Fergus looked back into the crowd. He looked right over Hiccup, not even noticing the small boy. In the back Fergus spotted Snotlout who was still asking about things that were being said in English. _Of course he would think that,_ Hiccup thought annoyed.

"Is that 'im back there?" _by the Gods! Am I that invisible? _Hiccup smacked himself on the forehead.

"Eh?...oh, no. That's my nephew, Snotlout. This," Stoick placed his hand on Hiccup's narrow shoulders, "is my son, Hiccup."

Fergus's eyes fell on the boy. They seemed curious, confused, and there was a light of humor in them. Probably was the King trying not to laugh at Hiccup's name. Hiccup did his best to hide any nerves or annoyance he had and gave the King a slight bow, "Hello your Majesty." Fergus grinned.

"No need tae be callin' me that lad! Yer a guest to mae hoom fer the comin' month. Call me Fergus," he patted the boy on the back. Hiccup did his best to smile.

"Yer also goin' to that magic school," Fergus stated. He said magic the same way people said pig, "can hardly believe Merida is toa."

"Aye, I didn't believe that letter's scrawl at first either," Stoick commented.

"Magic is such nonsense!" Fergus grabbed a pint off the table.

"Aye! What says our kids are magic anyways?" Stoick joined him. Hiccup stood as the two men began comparing and harassing any and all ideas of magic. Hiccup decided he wouldn't be missed or even noticed and slipped out the door and eventually back outside. The sun had disappeared while he had been in the castle. Torchlight sent dancing shadows around the area he had found. An open field ran to the walls of the castle, a wood building of some kind to his right. Stepping closer he decide it had to be the stables when a horse stomped it hoof at his approach.

Light came from one of the open stalls. Hiccup wasn't used to horses. They would never be able to climb the cliffs or travel the bogs that he had to call home. And he didn't want to think about what the dragons would do to them. He gingerly stepped up to the open door; he just wanted a closer look at the big and powerful looking mammals.

To his disappointment it was a small colt that stood there instead of the taller beasts that would poke their heads out every now and then. The small horse didn't keep his attention however; a person was standing beside the black horse. More like a child in size, but Hiccup couldn't be sure; a huge mane of fire red hair hid the person's face and shoulders. A dusty green dress came from the mass of curls and brushed at the hay covered floor. Hiccup heard a voice speaking quietly to the horse.

Curious, Hiccup took a step forward. Before he could react the sharp end of a sword rested against his throat. The deadly blade was held by the person in green whom turned out to be a girl his age.

"Wat's ye doin' sneakin' up on me?" she demanded loudly. Her blue eyes blazed on her oval face. Freckles danced across her nose and her crazy hair brushed her waist unevenly. It looked like she never brushed or cut it. The sword gleamed at Hiccup menacingly.

"I, um, you see, I just wanted to look at your horse and-" Hiccup stuttered out to the wild looking girl.

"Yer one o' them Vikings!" she accused. She glanced him over, "a bit scrawny fer one o' those aren't ya?" Hiccup would have bristled at that but the girl just kept talking, "Da thought the letters yer Chief sent were a riot. Mum wasnae happy though. She thinks yer down right barbaric. Ya came here to see the horse? Wat's yer name anyhow?"

"Could you put the sword down first?" Hiccup asked warily. This girl seemed nuts on a normal level. At least she was only demanding his name. Was she one of the servants? The girl complied and lowers the sword, but Hiccup noted that she kept a strong hold on it.

"I'm Hiccup." He said.

She pulled a weird face, with her brows furrowed and her slim nose wrinkling, maybe confusion, "'Cuse ya?" she asked definitely confused.

"No that's my name. Hiccup," he took a half step back. The girl's eyes shot down and back up. Okay so she might be crazy and confused but she was also sharp, Hiccup perceived. She probably knew exactly how to fight with that sword too.

"Wat kinda name is that? Did yer mum have hiccups when she named ya?" she asked.

"No. Vikings have this weird belief that the worse the name is the more likely you are to scare off-" Hiccup was cut off.

"Vikings are a bunch o' nutty brutes in the frozen North. Yer name isnae scary either. 'Sides they probably are stupid names," the girl rested the free hand she had on her horse's neck and patted him.

"Mine isn't the worst," Hiccup agreed. She snorted at that but there was a smile on her face.

"What's your name then?" Hiccup asked. The girl put down her sword and kept the smile on her face.

"I'm Merida DunBroch." Hiccup felt like someone dumped him into the icy sea.

"DunBroch? Isn't that the name-"

"Merida!" A loud woman's voice echoed down the stables startling some of the horses.

"Oh Nae! She's come tae drag me tae that feast with all those plunders!" Merida's smile dropped into a scowl.

"Do you hate Vikings that much?" Hiccup asked and he heard footsteps come down their way. Merida turned her eyes from the door to him.

"Nae, they actually sound like fun. It's mum wantin' me to be a lady that's the problem. And I have to go to school with one of them. His goin' to think I'm weak and act like a big brute and idiot…unless they're all like ye, but the letter da got didnae sound like they are."

He didn't really know if he should be offended or complimented by that. Before Hiccup could tell her that he was the boy she was going to go to school with, a woman step into the stall with a dark scowl on her face.

"Merida! The feast is already started and ye are covered in dust! Wat's the guests going to think?" The woman stopped when she noticed Hiccup cringing back while Merida stood up, her spine held straight. "Oh ye have a friend here."

"They won't notice mum."

The two started arguing at the same time and the woman held up her hand to stop the loud argument that startled the already nervous horses. Poor Angus was pushing against the wall with all the yelling.

"Enough! Merida let's go. Young man, ya best be coming as well. Yer one of our guests aren't ya?" she said calmly.

"Yes madam," Hiccup said.

"I am Queen Elinor. It's a pleasure to meet you," she said as she ushered both children back into the castle before Hiccup could introduce himself.

"Now Merida. Ye'll get along with the Chief's son. He'll be staying here a month and go to school with you. Won't it be nice for ya to have a friend before school starts?"

Merida raised an eyebrow, "Even if he's a Viking? Have ya seen him mum?" The queen's eye twitched in possible irritation.

"Ah, well," Hiccup tried to speak.

"I glanced him sitting at the head table with yer father and the Chief," she said coolly.

His cheeks reddened with frustration. Why did everyone here think Snotlout was him? Well, bad question. Of course they would think Snotlout was the Chief's son but still! Hiccup didn't pay attention and accidentally stepped on the rim of Merida's dress. She tripped with a squeak of alarm. Hiccup lost his footing when the dress wrenched out from under his boot. Both children toppled to the ground in undignified heaps.

The queen turned to see the aftermath. She sighed at the sprawled youths, "Merida, a princess doesnae trip. You have to be more graceful. Come on, you're okay," she helped the girl and Hiccup up. Merida shot Hiccup a glare.

"Sorry," he muttered. Merida snorted in a most un-princess like fashion and turned her attention back to her mother.

"Is the prince really a gorilla? Ugly? Stupid? Does he have a pig face?" Merida shot off.

"Merida! Don't speak about our guests like that!" the queen snapped and gave Hiccup a worried glance. It's true that Snotlout was all those things but not Hiccup. Nor would Hiccup be telling Snotlout what Merida thought of him.

"Actually, your Highness-" Up roaring laughter and singing drowned out the rest of his words as they entered the Dining Hall. Fergus, Stoick, and Gobber were singing horribly to some sort of Scottish folk song. Hiccup wanted to cover his ears before they started bleeding. He looked over to Merida to see her grimace and laugh at the scene. The queen looked like she was trying to stop her eyes from rolling at her husband and his new friends.

Fergus spotted his wife from a top the table and quickly hopped down, "Elinor! Ya found them! Stoick, meet the queen of DunBroch!"

Elinor walked forward elegantly, her spine was straight, head held high, and she moved like she was floating over the floor more than walking. Her royal blue dress drifted dreamily. Several of the Vikings fell silent as she entered the room. Hiccup was impressed on how she claimed the attention of a room full of unruly Scotsmen and Vikings just by her walk.

Merida followed her, though she seemed to march rather then walk or glide. Her arms swung wide to and fro as they made their way to the head table. Hiccup followed trying not to be as awkward as he felt and failing miserably. He stumbled once and caught Merida giving him a questioning look. She was probably wondering why he was coming to sit at the head table instead of going off to join some other bench. Well she was up for a surprise.

There was a seat for Hiccup between Stoick and sadly, Snotlout. Snotlout gave him a sneer, and then he saw Merida and quickly tried to look charming. If a pig could ever look charming. From the way she wrinkled her nose, she wasn't impressed. In fact, it looked like all her fears had been confirmed…if Snotlout had been the Chief's son.

"Chief Stoick the Vast, it's a pleasure to meet ya," Elinor gave a slight bow.

"It's grand to know you," Stoick said. Hiccup noticed his father's cheeks were a little rosy. He sighed and wondered how this evening was going to turn out.

"And this is Merida!" Fergus grinned as they sat back down and food was dished out. Pork, vegetables, deer, fruits, apples, sauces and fish, Hiccup had never seen so much colorful and good smelling food in his short life.

Stoick nodded to the princess while all this was happening, "Well its best I introduce the ones I have here with me. At the end there is Gobber." Gobber waved his mug and sloshed it all over himself.

"That one next to him is Snotlout," Snotlout's head snapped up at his name. He already had a drumstick crammed into his mouth so when he made eye contact with Merida and tried to smile it looked horrid. Merida pulled a ridiculous face and glanced at Hiccup to smile at him. Hiccup smiled at her fake gag face. "He's my nephew."

Elinor raised an eyebrow and Merida's eyes widened. They had been sure that Snotlout was the guest they were expecting to stay.

"But, if his not then…" Merida looked to Hiccup across from her. He was sitting right next to Stoick so then…"You!" she said in the same accusatory manner as when she called him a Viking. Hiccup only shrugged.

Stoick took no noticed and placed his huge hand on Hiccup's head to ruffle up his hair, "and of 'course my son Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third."

Hiccup swatted away his dad's hand with an indigent, "Dad!"

"He'll be goin' to that magic school with ya," Stoick said to Merida. Merida nodded to Stoick politely but she was still glaring at Hiccup.

"Why didnae ya say anythin'?" she demanded. Elinor frowned at Merida's manner but decided not to comment. She paid closer attention to Hiccup now.

"I didn't get the chance. You were talking too fast," Hiccup said.

Merida frowned, but accepted that answer. She much rather go to school with the shrimp across from her then that pig sitting next to him.

It was much later in the evening. After the endless train of food and many mugs of alcohol most of the Vikings were passed out or just making fools of themselves. Snotlout had finally given up talking to her or trying to insult her and Hiccup for going to magic school after Merida used his helmet as a hammer before her mother could stop her. It only took one hit anyway. He went to go sulk or something, Merida didn't care.

Merida looked over to Hiccup who was trying to coax his father to stop a party trick involving a dagger, a pork rib and a shield.

Merida wondered if he was a coward or not. He certainly wasn't like these other Vikings around the room. He seemed scrawny, weak, and klutzy. His head looked too big for his body. He also had messy brown hair that almost covered his eyes, and a slightly crooked toothed grin. A splash of freckles danced across his nose. It was his eyes that interested Merida though. They were an emerald green and almost piercing. It was like nothing could escape his sight, and he was analyzing and discerning everything. It felt like he could find your weakness easily, they were intelligent eyes, much older than the boy that had them.

She hadn't really had the chance to talk to him during dinner. Fergus and Stoick had been too busy loudly exchanging stories. Snotlout had kept getting in the way and Hiccup had stayed quiet most of the time. She wondered if he knew more about magic and this school then she did. Maybe he could help her figure out her confusing supply list. Why would she want to bring a frog as a pet anyhow?

Elinor placed a hand on her shoulder, "It's late. Why don't ya show Hiccup to his room and I'll take care of yer father and the others?" The queen suggested.

Merida frowned, it was a pout to her mother really, "But mum, we aren't little," she tried but couldn't stop the yawn that cut off her sentence,"- kids. I can stay up and help."

Elinor gave a soft smile, "I know, but we have to send our guests off early tomorrow and that teacher is coming from the school to help you get your things." Merida gave a halfhearted shrug and stood up. They didn't really know when the teacher from the school was going to show up, but Merida didn't want to be tired when he did. She and her mother intervened Stoick's performance, much to Hiccups relief.

"Com' on. I'll show ya to yer room if ya like," Merida offer while Elinor was half laughing, half scolding the grown men beside them. Hiccup hesitated a moment before he followed her up a staircase and into one of the winding hallways of the castle. He followed her in silence. Merida noticed him glance her way once in a while. He still looked as tense as when she pulled her sword on him. Ah, thinkin' of which…

"Sorry aboot pullin' mae sword on ya back at the stables. I was a wee bit jumpy and in a bad mood thanks to mae mum," Merida tried to apologize and explain her actions.

Hiccup gave her a sideways glance again then looked at a passing tapestry, "Don't worry about. It's not the first time someone's pointed a deadly weapon at me. Probably won't be the last." The silence returned. Why have people pointed…Viking, right. They are violent and savage, according to mum. They were defiantly lively from what Merida saw. Why did this feel so awkward? Merida stared at him again. He was holding back and definitely uncomfortable. He was a, oh, what did that note call 'em? A wizard? Yeah that sounded right and Merida wanted answers, so she decided to hell with it.

"We're going to a magic school together," she stated. She watched his shoulders hunch at that.

"Uh-huh," was his only response. Weird.

"Have you done anything with magic?" she pressed. This boy was irritating. He was too reserved and short with his words.

Hiccup looked at her startled. This time he didn't turn away from her gaze, "No, have you?"

Merida narrowed her eyes not sure if she could trust his word. She looked for any sign of deception. She only saw curiosity, and fear though. He looked like he was trying to cover up his nerves but Merida could tell.

"No…I havenae," she sighed disappointed, "I was hoping ye could help me with all this…this…" she couldn't think of the word to describe what it was like to have your world turned upside down.

"Madness?" Hiccup guessed.

"That's it! Geez I wish there was some explanation or help instead o' just givin' these vague letters, a pat on the back and a 'good luck! See ya in the fall!" Merida mockingly waved to the empty hall. She dropped her arm with a scoff.

"You have no idea either?" Hiccup asked. He seemed to relax a touch. Merida shook her head.

He chuckled. Merida gave him a confused look. Had he lost it or was Viking humor just weird? They had seemed normal at the dinner…well, normal-ish, "Man, I thought you were some sort of terrifying monstrous witch that was going to turn me into a mouse before school started."

"Wat?!" Merida shrieked and gasped, "I donae know anythin' about castin' spells."

"Yeah, I know that now," Hiccup grumbled. Merida scowled and punched him in the arm, "Ow!" Hiccup rubbed the bruised appendage.

"Don't judge someone before ye get to know them 'kay? There's no reason for ya to be afri'd o' me. Wat if mae da had done that eh? They would have attacked ya before gettin' to port! This feast wouldnae have happened then! Ye all would be dead!" Merida went off on her rant. She hated being judged for being royalty, for being a girl, and now for being a witch. Sure some of the servants looked at her funny but she wasn't feared. Fear was a dangerous thing that could cost lives if one wasn't careful.

"Okay! I'm sorry! Geez, what's your problem?" Hiccup growled surprised by her blow up. Sure he got what she said, but by Odin that was a sudden turn.

"My problem?! My problem is mum telling me I cannae live mae life as I like! Mae problem is that I have to act right so other people can live happy! I want to be happy toa! Mae problem is because I'm a girl and I'm royalty I cannae be free! Mae problem is I'm a damn princess!" Merida panted and fell silent. Hiccup gapped at her. She sudden realized who she was talking to and a hot embarrassed blush lit up her face as bright as her hair. She spun on her heels and started matching down the hall.

"Hey! Wait!" Hiccup wouldn't be able to find his room if she disappeared. She ignored him and kept walking. Merida couldn't believe she had just said that to a complete stranger she didn't know. Besides, in his culture he was technically royalty too, but he was also a boy so she didn't think he could understand. She had told the Viking boy she was ashamed to be a princess! What will he do? What will he say? Geez, the girl really hated her big mouth and temper some days. A hand caught her shoulder to stop her. She brushed it off to glare at the whizzing boy behind her. When he seemed certain she wouldn't leave him again he doubled over to catch his breath.

"Wait a moment," he gasped, "please."

Merida was wary, "I thought Vikings were healthy. "

Hiccup scowled up at her, "Can you just show me where I'm sleeping tonight?"

Merida's surprise showed as she was reminded of what she was supposed to be doing. She looked around the hall she was in and sighed. The room the Viking would be staying in was behind them. Her brothers' bedroom was just down the hall though.

"Let me do somethin'' first," she said and stepped up to the door. She knocked a rhythm that the boys knew meant it was her at the door. Hiccup raised an eyebrow and still seemed annoyed.

The door opened soundlessly. Merida and Hiccup entered the dark room. The sound of pattering feet had Hiccup pause.

A candle was lit and the sight of Merida's three brothers appeared from the gloom.

"Thanks fer not messin' with the feast boys," Merida said. Hiccup didn't see where she pulled them out from but suddenly Merida had a plate of pastries in her hands, "here's mae end of the deal."

The three boys grinned and attacked the plate. Merida chuckled at their behavior, "be asleep before the servants come check on ya. Night." She waved and dragged out the Viking boy behind her.

Hiccup gave a questioning look to the red head. "Wat? Those little monsters would have done something terrible at the feast if I didnae bribe 'em with their favorites."

Hiccup shrugged at that. He followed the strange girl back the way they came. He didn't know what to think about her. In a way she was a lot like the girls back at Berk, strong, thick-skulled, and loud, but in many other ways she was nothing like them. Her culture seemed to demand she be reserved and have a restrained grace that she obviously didn't have naturally like her mother. Just from the two times he watched them interact he could tell there was some tension between them.

_It's like me and Dad, _the uninvited thought circled his head. Since he could relate he wondered if he should say anything. It would be a pain if he was stuck with this girl swinging swords and yelling at him all month and it would be nice to have an alley to go to this school with too. It really was disappointing that neither of them had any idea of what this place would be like.

"Here ye are," Merida lightly banged her fist against the large wooden door. She wouldn't look him in the eye and it could have been a trick of the torch light but he thought he saw her blushing. So she was embarrassed of admitting that she didn't like her position to him. She had omitted a personal problem to a stranger. Hiccup took a deep breath.

"Thanks," he walked past her and opened the door.

"Breakfast will be at sunrise since yer clan will be leavin' early," Merida was staring at the floor and started walking away.

It was now or never. "Hey, um," Hiccup looked at the dark room instead of the princess, "I not exactly the amazing vicious leader my dad wanted me to be either. When you think the Chiefs' son I'm not the image that comes to mind. He and I both know that so, uh, yeah." Hiccup felt the blood rush to his face. He knew the red head was burning holes into the back of his head with her eyes. He really wasn't good at these kinds of things.

He shrugged uncomfortably, "His still my dad though." There was a long silence, "Anyway, s-see you in the morning." He quickly shut the door before she could say anything. Geez that had been so bad. It's not like he told her any Hooligan secrets or anything, but he could be stuck with this girl for however long this school thing would go on. He had no idea what she thought of him or how this would go, but he didn't want to start this trip out by making the first witch he met into an enemy.

He stumbled around the room and banged his shins against the desk before his found a candle and lit it. He sat down on the bed and put his head into his hands. It didn't feel like this was really happening to him. He expected to wake up in his bed at home from the roar of another dragon raid. He still couldn't believe he was anything magical and Merida didn't seem any more so than he did! Part of him still wanted to think this was a joke but the way the villagers at home had been watching him he was beginning to believe it was reality.

They had a given him looks of fear like he was a dragon, anger, confusion, aw, and scary interest. Not the interest like they were waiting for him to kill himself like they used to, but more like he was a performing bear. Over the past few weeks he wondered if they didn't see him as human anymore. They certainly had given him more notice and yet somehow pushed further away from him. He hadn't even known that was possible! Dad had kept giving him looks like he was already in his grave.

The other kids either harassed him or ran from him. Many didn't want to train around him only one that didn't seem to really care was Gobber. The man kept going about things like always after that talk in the Great Hall.

Hiccup really didn't get that guy sometimes. The people here didn't seem so bad, but that might be because they didn't want to be attacked by a few dozen Viking warriors. Hiccup got up to get ready for bed. He decided he'd put all his thoughts on hold for the night. He climbed into bed. The cushions and pillows were soft and the blankets and quilts were warm and thick. It was nothing like his bed back home.

Only one last annoying thought bugged him before he fell into the oblivion of sleep. _What is the teacher from the school going to be like?_

* * *

><p><strong>After Class Speech<strong>

The stage light glares on the dark wood stage. The audience waits for the appearance of their author. A loud crash and banging is heard behind stage. Shouting comes from the curtained back. Finally the cloaked figures walks out. He has an angry scowl on his face. His eyes may have been hidden but the front rows could still feel his glare.

"Hey all of you readers out there," The Critic placed an arm on the podium and leaned forward, "Here's the second chapter. It's not like anything I thought it would be. Next chapter will have more movement." His scowl turns into a crooked grin, "I think I'll finally give you a little action. And all in all, you want to see those kids get together and off to Hogwarts soon." More crashes could be heard. The Critic didn't give any acknowledgement to the loud noises, "Thanks for all the reviews you've given me. It really does help get my fingers typing." The Critic straightens out. "I will be happy to try an get a chapter out once a month or so. Thanks for reading and-" The Critic cuts himself off and steps around the podium to look down at the audience. "Why is the front row empty?" Several people shift uncomfortably in their seats remembering the smoke from last chapter.

The Critic shrugs a bang goes off somewhere off stage, "Geez! Could you keep it down back there! I know we want the weapons ready for the latest attack on the media , but I'm talking to the very important readers!" he shouted behind him. He turns back to the audience, "Oh, and the twerp that wrote my script is missing so if you see a little guy with black hair and-" Suddenly another bang interrupts the Critic. The doors at the back of the theater had been thrown open violently and the back row could see the retreating figure running down the hall.

"He's making a run for it!" The Critic jumps into the crowd and climbs up heads, shoulders, and seats to get to the door, "Bring the flame thrower!" he shouts to the crew behind stage.

"Don't forget to review and tell me how I can improve the story!" Echoes back from the hall to the bruised and battered readers. The strange author is gone once again.


	3. Chapter 3

"_The journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step."_

–_Lao Tzu_

* * *

><p>Chapter 3: And the Adventure Begins!<p>

Hagrid grumbled under his breath. He was a week behind schedule to escort students around Diagon Alley. Now instead of one or two students at a time, he would have to show a group of four new first years how this world worked. Not only was two of them muggleborn but the other two were a really big deal. One was the son of the Great Auror Jonathon Overland, not that anyone beside Dumbledore, some of his agents, and Hagrid knew that, and it was only a matter of time before the boy ended up in the papers. The other was the famous Boy-Who-Lived. It wasn't hard to see that the large, hairy man was excited. He hadn't seen Harry since he was a tiny babe.

The dark forest Hagrid was roving creaked in the gray and foggy night. The stones gave off strange shadows. Bushes and twigs snapped often and the sound of living things in the dark were nearly constant. The thick branches of the tall and ancient trees blocked any hope of perceiving the night sky even without the fog. Many people would be uneasy to be traveling the desolate road in the wild forests of Scotland, but Hagrid wasn't many people. He was perfectly at easy in the eerie environment. Anyone who knew the man knew he was always like this.

Hagrid gave the forest little thought, his mind focused on his responsibility. If the children were anything like Professor Dumbledore had described this would be an interesting trip. By Merlin he would be staying in a kingdom o' Muggles that had at least an awareness of magic! It was so strange a thought that Hagrid didn't know how to react to it. He was just going to act like any other time he did this with muggles, he supposed, but to think a place like this existed was astounding. He also knew that the kids would both be royalty or highborn in their societies; he really hoped they weren't like the Malfoys. Muggleborn Malfoys, what a terrible thought.

Finally the flickering lights of the kingdom of DunBroch came into view. It gave a ghostly glow in the dark fog that made the place look unearthly. He was really excited to be trusted with a task this important from the Professor. There had been the problem of finding the bloody place. It took him days longer than it should have for him to get here and he had to walk. For some odd reason he couldn't find it flying or just magic in. Even though things had not gone smoothly Hagrid was going to do his best for the headmaster.

* * *

><p>Hiccup chewed the moist meat slowly. He had been at DunBroch for a week now and he was still amazed at the delicious food. Something hit his face and fell to his plate. Hiccup found it was a bun. He looked up to see Merida laughing. The boys were sharing an evil look of pleasure. Ever since that night they first met they seemed to extend a degree of trust to each other. The boys enjoyed Hiccup, it seemed he never truly got angry with them just a little annoyed and a lot of sarcastic muttering. Merida was always busy, lessons on table edict, speeches, walking, sitting, and many other things that Merida complained a princess had to know. Once or twice he was allowed to sit in on a lesson about her kingdom with Queen Elinor teaching. She was bored but Hiccup enjoyed it. He learned about the other Scotsmen kingdoms and the known lands.<p>

There was very little time the girl could be free to run around with the Viking boy. She had a free day, and she used it to show him the forest, her shooting range and her archery. He had to admit she was talented. Otherwise, Hiccup had been dragged around by King Fergus, and the triplets was a hand full when they found him. They were barely walking but they were surprisingly mobile. Whenever Hiccup had a moment to himself he wondered the village. He found interesting items in trade and crazy traditions.

The more he wondered the more Hiccup found the less diverse they were. In truth there were only a few major differences. For example, in Viking culture the children are trained and are expected to pass a coming-of-age test. If they didn't they were banished. Only the strong can belong, was the Hooligan saying. Hiccup had passed by the skin of his teeth just two months ago. Vikings called themselves civilized where Vikings proudly claimed to be barbarians. Scotsmen wore skirts, Vikings fought dragons. There weren't many differences after that.

"Boys!" the queen scolded, "we donae throw food at oor guests!" Merida rolled her eyes at her mother.

"I'll live, Queen Elinor," Hiccup spoke up. Elinor looked at him with a frown and just sighed at the children's antics.

Fergus looked surprised at his wife, "When dae we nae throw food?"

"Fergus!"

"Ye were at the dinner with those Hooligan Vikings, nae? They tossed it right back tae ya!"

Merida and Hiccup chuckled at the shocked face Elinor gave Fergus. He smiled at her mischievously with a warm light in his eyes.

"I will nae be havin'-"but the Queen's argument was cut short by the loud crash of the front doors hitting the walls. Shouts of surprise echoed down the hall to the group sitting around the table. Not missing a beat Fergus stood and grabbed a long sword from the nearby wall. The rest stood as well facing the hallway. A maid (the one that suffered the most by the triplets, Hiccup noticed) rushed in gasping for breath, her eyes as round as saucers. She ran past everyone and up the stairs before the Queen could call her back.

"What in the name of Odin did she see?" Hiccup muttered and inched further away from the table, ready to mad dash it up stairs too.

"Nae idea," Merida answered, an excited gleam in her eyes interrupted the weary look on her face. Hiccup reached for the small knife he kept on his belt, really wishing the Queen would allow weapons at the table. Hiccup would have felt better if Merida had her bow right about now. More shouts and some crashes were heard. Other Scotsmen rushed to their King.

"Quickly take the childern tae their room," Queen Elinor instructed one of the guards. The boys squirmed as they were picked up and carried away.

"No mum! I want to stay," Merida said determinedly.

"What's going on out there?" Fergus demanded. Before any of the men could stammer out an answer a huge shadow appeared at the entrance.

Everyone's jaw dropped at the appearance of the great shaggy giant that wobbled into the room. He wore a huge fur coat and had long wild black hair and a beard. Two black eyes gleamed out of the mass of hair. Hiccup was used to seeing large hairy men, even some women, that was Vikings for you, but this man towered over everyone. Hiccup watched as the giant reached down a hand, which could crash Hiccup's skull, to his just-as-big feet which were twisted up in a tapestry.

"Sorry 'bout that. Got my legs caught in one o' yer decorations, I did. Caused a racket in those tiny halls," the giant gruffed as he pulled the torn fabric off him, "Hope I didn't disturb any o' you." The huge man straightened and looked at the group in front of him. Hiccup blinked at the stranger. It took him only a moment to catch on that the man was grinning in embarrassment. Only his eyes really gave it away, crinkling up as his bread hid the rest of his expression.

"Who are ye trespassin' in the DunBroch castle?" the king demanded. The giant seemed taken aback for the moment at how hostile the Scotsmen seemed.

"Oh, I'm Rubeus Hagrid, Keeper of Keys and Grounds at Hogwarts," Hagrid bowed toward the group, "You can just call me Hagrid, everyone does."

"Hogwarts?" Elinor stepped up beside her husband. She rested a hand on his arm. Fergus slowly lowered the blade.

"Yes, ma'am" he said "I'm guessin' yer the Queen?"

"Queen Elinor," she stated, "You're the man that is bringing my daughter to collet her supplies for school?"

"Yes ma'am" Hagrid said. He was the teacher! Hiccup glanced wide-eyed at Merida. He was a teacher? Or a Keeper of Keys whatever that was. Hagrid seemed just as barbaric as the Hooligans. Was the school really in the 'civilized' south? Hiccup wondered. Then again what was civilized if the Highlands was anything to compare to? Thor this was confusing.

"So yer a wizard?" Merida blurted out.

Hagrid grinned as his eyes fell onto her and Hiccup, "Yes I am! You must be Merida." He turned his coal black eyes on Hiccup, "and yer…oh, um. What was it?"

"Hiccup."

"'cuse you," the giant replied.

"No, my name! It's Hiccup," Hiccup sighed.

Well, o' course it is!" the man chuckled into his bread. Hiccup thought he heard the huge man mutter, "that's right it was the odd Viking one." But Hiccup couldn't be sure.

She nodded, "so you can do magic!"

"Err, well," Hagrid muttered into his bread.

"Can you? Please! Make something amazing happen!" Merida said.

"Merida!" Elinor chastised, "He must be exhausted! Donae be demanding our guests to do anything. We havenae even invited him tae sit."

Hiccup heard Fergus scoff. He gave Hagrid a skeptical look. From his talk with Stoick, Hiccup knew that the man still had a strong opinion about magic even if he did give a little for the sake of his daughter.

"But mum!" Merida tried to argue.

"Merida!" Merida scowled at her mother. Hiccup had almost gotten use to their hourly arguments. The two never seemed to agree on anything. Hiccup learned quickly that he should stay quiet like the King on these occasions. He instead turned his attention back to Hagrid. The man looked uncomfortable with this situation. He seemed to be trying to decide when to cut in, but some of the Scotsmen still had weapons trained on him if he moved. Hiccup guessed the giant was wearing a bear fur coat, huge boots, and a bag that Hiccup could fit in with plenty of room was thrown over his shoulder. Hiccup caught a movement of Hagrid's hand. The man brushed a pink stick thing in his coat. Hiccup didn't know if it was a kind of weapon, but he decided that Hagrid wasn't dangerous. Not if he was going to be helping Merida and himself and taking them to this school, probably…maybe…hopefully.

"So you're a teacher at Hogwarts?" Hiccup asked as he stepped closer and away from the fighting DunBroch women.

Hagrid blinked down at the small boy, "Not exactly, I take care o' some o' the animals, an' some o' the chores that has to get down and help with anythin' Professor Dumbledore needs helpin' with."

"So I won't be seeing you in class?" Hiccup guessed.

"Eh, no, but ye will be seein' be around some," Hagrid glanced back at the still arguing parent and child. It had moved from how you treat guests to table etic and weapons. Hiccup continued to ignore them, but Fergus seemed to relax enough to start thinking of a plan to end the spat.

"What's it like there? Is the school like anything here in the Highlands?" Hiccup asked. He wouldn't be able to compare it to Berk in anyway or fashion. The DunBroch castle was the only civilized castle he had ever seen so it was his only comparison.

Hagrid chuckled, "It's a castle but Hogwarts is a place beyond yer imaginin's. It's large and grand, with a lake and forests. The mountains and halls, ah, I'm not doin' it any good. Ye have tae see it fer yer self."

Hiccup nodded. He could tell the giant truly loved the place. Maybe it wasn't dangerous, something Hiccup could barely comprehend since most of his life was in constant peril from the frigged winters, cliffs, dangerous sailing and that's not adding the dragons…

"Are they always like that?" Hagrid cut Hiccup's thought back to the present. He turned around to see that Fergus was doing his best to get his family under control.

"Usually," Hiccup said, "You get used to it."

"I could use a cup o' tea, "Hagrid said. That seemed to break whatever spell was on Elinor as she realized she was fighting with her daughter in front of a guest.

She did her best to regain her dignity and straightened her spine, "Then please, take a sit." She waved her hands and the servants and guards unfroze to rush off to do her bidding or gossip about the stranger.

"Don't mind if I do," Hagrid sat at the table that still had a warm dinner on it. The chair under him groaned in protest but held. The DunBrochs and Hiccup joined him. Hiccup noticed that Fergus kept the blade hidden under the table. Hiccup himself put his tiny dagger back. It would do him little good against this giant.

"So yer a magic man, Hagrid," Fergus asked in a fake light tone. Elinor gave him a warning look. Hiccup watched Hagrid; he still had a hundred questions.

Hagrid already was eating and swallowed hurriedly upon hearing the doubt and challenge in Fergus's tone, "Yes, that's right. I'm not a very good 'ne but I am a wizard. Just as much as yer girl's a witch!"

Fergus frowned, but he knew that he had omitted this, and couldn't take back the words. Still he wanted to mess with the furry giant for fun and so he could write something interesting to Stoick.

"Wat say I donae believe ya, and I think yer out tae steal away me lass? How do I know ye are who ye say ye are?" Fergus asked. Elinor glared at her husband. Merida stared at Hagrid still hoping he'd do something magical. Hiccup shifted in his sit nervously. The stories of warlocks turning men into boars circled his head.

Hagrid simply drank his tea. He seemed completely at ease.

"I have a letter from Dumbledore, but I s'pose that's not what ya want to hear. I'm not s'posed to show magic in front of muggles mind you," Hagrid paused, "but yer an exception fer yer, um, 'circumstances' I guess."

"Wat's a muggle? And wat circumstances?" Merida asked. Her narrow upper body was leaning over the table in excitement and curiosity.

"Nonmagic folk," Hagrid said, "and as fer all of you, even the muggles. This here place is very magical. The forests and mountains I had to walk through ta get here were chalk full o' it! It seems like its old nature magic, it does. If I had some time I would like to explore a bit, but that will have to wait. Anyway, you lot are very open and exposed to the magic world, there really is no point in hidin' it, so" Hagrid shrugged his great shoulders, "should be no harm in showin' a little something."

Merida was practically buzzing with excitement, but Hiccup was a little worried, "Um, Hagrid, sir, I'm not from around here though. I'm, uh, further north."

Hagrid gave Hiccup a puzzled look, "But yer that Viking boy aren't ya?" Hiccup nodded quickly.

"Don't you worry, Dumbledore knows all about yer case too," Hagrid pulled the strange pink cloth stick out of his coat.

"Wat's that have tae do with magic?" Merida seemed to nearly fall on to the table she was leaning so far forward, "Wat is it even?"

"Merida sit down," Elinor hissed quietly. Merida sighed but did as she was told. Hagrid didn't seem to mind though.

He showed the group the strange-pink-thing and began to explain, "Well, this here is an umbrella, it's usually used to keep the rain off ya. My umbrella is a bit special thou. It's not like others." Hagrid waved it a little and tapped his empty teacup. With a small flash the teacup moved and _changed_ into a furry, squeaking rat! Everyone gasped. Merida seemed like she wanted to reach out a touch it. Elinor just looked on curiously; Fergus appeared stunned and a little embarrassed. If Hiccup had been paying attention to him he would have snickered at the expression on his pink face, but Hiccup wasn't. He was having his own reaction.

Hiccup wasn't sure if he should be impressed or scared. He rethought about the danger Hagrid could be. What Hagrid seemed and what he was. What Hiccup could be.

Vikings didn't take to magic kindly, most believing it was a Dark thing that brought misfortunate to those around it. Others thought it was a power only the greatest of Heroes could gain. A gift only the gods gave out to the worthy. Hiccup found he was somewhere in the middle of these two views. He would love being the Great Hero that would make his father proud and show the village that he belonged, but he really didn't know if he could pull off being the hero kind of Viking. He was small, scrawny, and well a…_hiccup_ to his clan. On the other hand Hiccup couldn't see himself being the Dark Terror that would destroy his village either.

At least not intentionally.

As he watched Hagrid turn the rat back into a cup he realized something many Vikings hadn't in a long, long time. All Vikings, whether they believed in the Hero or the Villain, saw magic as a weapon. Hiccup had it dawn on his clever mind that magic was actually a tool, not just a weapon. It could do things other than a shield, sword, or bow. It could do other things besides _fight_!

Hiccup glanced about the family that was hosting him. They seemed to be coming to their own conclusions or confirmations. What Hiccup discovered would probably be obvious to them, but for Vikings it may have been revolutionary for Vikings rarely did things other than fight for the things they gained or protected. Hooligans were one of the more civilized islands that traded rather than pillage. Most of the time anyway. Their fishing, animals, and small fields allowed them to. Could it be possible that magic could help in other ways besides just fighting dragons? Hiccup had to find out.

Merida began asking question after question. She went off so fast that neither Hiccup nor Hagrid could understand her. Her accent didn't help much either. _And I thought I was excited_, Hiccup thought sharing a look with Hagrid.

The girl stopped a moment to breathe and the Queen quickly jumped in, "that was interestin' Hagrid, thank you, but it grows late. You all have tae rise early tomorrow, so off to bed you two." The Queen gave both Hiccup and Merida pointed looks. Hiccup was a little disappointed. He had a thousand questions in his skull begging to get asked.

"But mum! I want to ask-" Merida started.

"Ya have all day to talk to him when ya get on the road," Elinor cut her off.

Merida opened her mouth but Hiccup cut in, "Yeah, and he can show us much more tomorrow, right Mr. Hagrid?" Hiccup turned his gaze from a frowning Merida to Hagrid.

"Just Hagrid and o' course! That's why I'm here! Now off ya go," Hagrid gave the two a warm smile. Merida shrugged seeing she wasn't going to get her way with any of them. The two children climbed the stairs without another word.

"Now how dae I know that wasnae some trick?" they heard Fergus finally regain his voice.

"He just wonts to see more magic," Merida said pouting because she did too.

Hiccup laughed, "We're the ones going with him to a magical school in a month, or did you forget?"

Merida paused and gave Hiccup a look of surprise which only made Hiccup laugh harder. "Guess da can have him fer tonight then," Merida said overly dramatic.

* * *

><p>Merida awoke to the sound of her mother's voice. She groaned into her pillow.<p>

"Come now, you have a long day of travel ahead," Elinor tried to brush some of her daughter's crazy hair away from her face only to have it fall again. Merida mumbled something into her pillow, an excuse most likely, "ye'll keep Hiccup and Hagrid waitin' or the magic man already left, who knows with their kind."

Merida shot up wide eyed, "They wouldnae dare!" Still she rushed out of her comfortable bed and to her clothes. She changed quickly with a little help from her mum. Before she ran out the door Elinor stopped her.

"Take yer bag. It has some food, a change of clothes, and some coin," Elinor said. Merida took the bag, "and donae forget this." She placed the golden family crest necklace around Merida's neck, "Donae forget the land ye came from."

"Yes mum, I would nevir forget," Merida smiled. She reached for her bow and arrows that rested next to the door. Elinor raised an eyebrow.

"Wat? The forest's dangerous, ya tell me that every time I go oot. Ye want me to be safe don't ya?" Merida quickly slug her treasured weapon over her shoulder and hurried from the room before her mum could come up with a reason to argue hers. Elinor only rolled her eyes and followed. It was true that the forest was dangerous, but with a giant like Hagrid around, Elinor doubted any creature would be foolish enough to try anything. Still, if it comforted her daughter she would allow it this time.

Merida swept down the hall and made a sharp corner crashing into Mordi.

She gave a surprised cry and dropped the bucket of water that she had in her hands. Merida side stepped and just barely dodged the water.

"Sorry!" she called over her shoulder to the now soaked servant.

Merida sped to the entrance hall. There her father, Hagrid, Hiccup and an assortment of her people were waiting. Not as large a number as she thought, but that maybe due to the ungodly hour of morning. Fergus patted Hagrid on the back, it seemed he got over his problem with magic…well at least when it came to the giant.

"Merida," Hiccup greeted her with a nod. The skinny Viking seemed tense; his narrow shoulders were stiffer than a tree trunk, "Ready to go?"

Merida grinned at the boy, "Yes! Ye ready fer an adventure?" Merida eyed the foreigner wizard that would be their guide and guardian.

Hiccup groaned a little. Merida raised an eyebrow. She often forgot that even though he was a Viking he was a bit…not cowardly, but he didn't do the things Merida would imagine Vikings doing. Where most Vikings would be excited for the chance of an adventure, Hiccup was wary and thoughtful. He acted like everything could possibly kill him, yet he had no choice but to go forward and had to do his best in whatever challenge came his way.

Even when his best was horrible.

Merida had discovered this after a short trip to the lake and she had spotted something interesting under the water and wanted to investigate. Merida took full advantage of Hiccup unable to say no, especially when he was called a coward. She had gotten the two of them in some fun trouble in this past week of waiting. It had been the best week Merida had since her summer started. Hiccup was someone her age that would be on adventures, even if he was weird and enjoyed the classes Elinor still forced Merida to take and invited Hiccup to. Elinor was delighted to have someone interested in her lessons. Her attention on Hiccup took some of the scolding off Merida. She would have to remember to thank him for that.

"Do you really think it could be dangerous?" Hiccup asked. Merida was tempted to call him a coward, but then he would be mad and ignore her the whole way through the forest. Instead she shrugged. That was no way to start a journey with friends after all.

"Could be, the forest is full o' creatures, hidden caves, and all sorts of things and only he knows wat 's beyond that," she pointed to the giant. Hiccup followed her finger.

"What do you think of Hagrid?" Hiccup quickly switched topics.

Merida shrugged again, "He seems nice enough." Hiccup gave her a pointed look.

"Really!" Hiccup raised an eyebrow at her.

"He isnae exactly wat I expected," she omitted. Hiccup smirked and Merida playfully punched his arm.

"Ouch," he muttered and stepped away still smiling.

"Are ya excited?" Merida asked grinning.

Hiccup again looked wary but this time he kept the smile, "yeah, I want to see what's out there."

The children's attention returned to the adults. Hagrid was saying his farwells to the King and Queen. He was awkward, but that made Merida like him more because it reminded her of Hiccup. She wouldn't admit how attached she had gotten to the small Viking in their week spent together, but she didn't know how many people she was actually fooling.

"Travel safe, me wee girl," Fergus placed a gentle hand on her shoulder. His eyes swam with emotions but warmth remained in them. Merida hugged her father, not caring if it was un-lady like.

"Merida," the girl let go to turn to her mother. The Queen put her hand on her cheek and another on her shoulder, "be respectful and donae forget to show yer beautiful smile." Merida was pulled into a rare hug, seemed the Queen didn't care for proper manners at the moment either. Merida gave herself a moment to enjoy the warm embrace that chased away the shadows and thunder and fears when she was tiny. For a moment she was just a girl being hugged by her mum. She pulled back and gave Elinor her brightest smile.

"I love ya mum."

"I love ye me girl," she smiled back.

Hiccup smiled at the pair. A heavy hand hit his shoulder nearly knocking him over , "Ye tae Hiccup. We want ye back here as soon and safe as possible. We want to hear all about yer magical world." Hiccup heard the teasing voice in the King's tone. He looked up to see the King giving him a grin that his dangerous sons had inherited. Hiccup nodded a little embarrassed. He wasn't use to a father that teased lightly and showed concern. Merida was so lucky.

"Right then! Off we go," Hagrid said picking up his huge bag again. He walked off toward the door and the dark woods spreading from the eerie darkness and fog. Hiccup and Merida gave their last waves before racing to the giant.

"The sun isnae even close tae risin' yet," Merida grumbled to Hiccup, "Wat an un-godly 'our to travel." Hiccup shrugged at her. He was looking around the forest more than the red haired princess. She frowned and glanced behind her to see the last of the lights from DunBroch. She wouldn't be gone long, but the next time she did leave it would be for three seasons.

She glanced at Hiccup. He had already said goodbye to his home until next summer. She wondered if he was home sick. He didn't show it if he was, then again one week wasn't a very long time. Her gaze turned to the man leading them.

"How long until we hit the next town," Merida asked.

Hagrid glanced back at her with amusement in his eyes, "We only just started. Are you tired already?" Merida pulled a silly scowl at the teasing.

"No! I'm just curious! Wat is the Diagon Ally? When do we get there? Can I really buy meself an owl o' cat o' toad? Why would I want a toad?" She bit her lip to stop her questions. Hiccup smirked at her again.

Hagrid chuckled, "yer really curious. Well, a toad is kinda out o' fashion right now. An owl is always popular. They're smart, deliver yer mail for you too. Now Diagon Ally…" Hagrid began explaining the market street for wizardry in a place called London.

"What is Hogwarts like? It's not as bad as the name sounds…" Hiccup asked. Hagrid lit up, but before he could begin to describe his favorite place clearer than he did last night Merida cut in.

"They name things as bad as Vikings," Merida gave Hiccup a challenging smile. Hiccup usually mellow, narrowed his eyes at the red haired girl's challenge.

"As long as I don't have to wear a skirt-"

"It's a kilt." Merida defended.

"It's feminine" Hiccup shot back.

"That's coming from a-"

"I thought you kids wanted to hear abou' Hogwarts," Hagrid said hoping to stop the argument before they started attacking each other. Merida huffed but stopped her comment. Hiccup had the gall to keep his smirk, but no more.

"Good, now, Hogwarts is a beautiful castle," Hagrid started, "it was built by the founders of the four houses. There was Godric Gryffindor, Helga Hufflepuff, Rowena Ravenclaw and Salazar Slytherin. The started the school and made the four houses that divide the school."

"Divide?" Merida asked.

"O' yes. There's Gryffindor, Hufflepuff, Ravenclaw, and Slytherin. Each has its own house values and colors and such. I was a Gryffindor back in my school days," Hagrid grinned, "Let's see. Gryffindors are known for their bravery and daring. They wear scarlet and gold and have a lion as their animal. Then there's Hufflepuffs that are hard workers and a friendly bunch. They have a badger for an animal and wear black and yellow. Ravenclaws are knowledge people. They have an eagle animal and wear blue and bronze. Finally we got Slytherins that are, eh, ambitious and cunning. Their colors are green and silver and they have the serpent."

"I'm going to be a Gryffindor!" Merida declared. Hiccup rolled his eyes at her, "ye tao Hiccup! We have to be in the same 'ouse!"

"Knowing me, I'm going to be a pleasant Hufflepuff and just so my dad can hear about it," Hiccup muttered.

"But ye are a pleasant person to be around." That made Hiccup deflate more. Merida pursed her lips in thought.

"Yer clever…and determined maybe that Slytherin house," Merida tried. Hiccup shrugged like he didn't care but Merida saw the hope in his eyes.

"Hehe, the Sorting Hat will tell ye where to go," Hagrid said.

The children gave him a weird look, "A hat?" they asked together. Hagrid chuckled again. He began explaining the hat and where it came from. Merida felt a chill run down her spine. She looked around. The sky was beginning to lighten the fog to a smoky grey. It clung to the green forest, making everything look smudged and mysterious. The tall trees watched them silently from their hushed grounds. The green mosses and grasses hugged to ground and trees making a soft carpet for the forest.

Merida felt at home here in these woods no matter how far from home. The woods felt like an old friend, but now there was something wrong. She scanned the green and grey surroundings. There was something out there. She carefully removed her bow and notched an arrow. Hiccup noticed.

"Merida, what's wrong?" he asked. She sent him a look that silenced him. Hiccup tensed and took out his small dagger.

"Hagrid," Merida hissed. The man turned in surprise at her tone and great surprise at seeing her armed.

"Now what in Merlin's name-"he demanded loudly. A huge black blur flashed out of the fog and slammed into the giant.

"Wha the-" Hiccup fell back. He scrambled back and tried to get back on his feet. He held the little dagger. Merida stood with her bow drawn back. Her knuckles white, she bit her lip. Hagrid had been thrown into a tree. He fell to the ground unconscious, stunned, dead. Merida didn't know. She kept her aim on the beast that had rammed him. It growled at the man lying in the moss. It took a step toward him. Merida knew what it was even from behind. She hadn't ever wanted to see the creature again. It took another step closer to the wizard.

"Oi Ugly!" Merida called. It whipped its huge scarred head at her. For a second the girl locked eyes with the terrible bear. The monster that ate her da's leg. "Mordu," she breathed out. Then Mordu roared and charged at her.

"Merida!" she heard Hiccup call in alarm. She released her arrow and dived to the side of the charging monster. The arrow landed uselessly into Mordu's huge shoulder. One of its huge claws dug into the girls' dress. An awful ripping sound was heard as Merida tried to roll out of bear's path. She stumbled back up and her skirt torn off, her bare legs up to her knee visible. Hiccup waved her over to the base of a tree. The creature was shaking off the ruins of Merida's skirt from its paw and roared angrily to see its prey trying to escape.

Hiccup put his hands together.

"Wat are ye-" Merida huffed.

"Hurry! Put your foot on my hands. I'll help hoist you into the tree," Hiccup didn't give her a chance to say anything else. Merida quickly did as he said. Hiccup huffed and did his best. Merida stretched to reach the lowest branch of the large tree. She heard Mordu roar again and the crash of branches.

"Merida hurry!" Hiccup shouted at the top of his lungs. With a great heave from Hiccup Merida caught the branch and pulled herself up. Hiccup jumped around the tree. The bear chased him with little pause. Hiccup screamed in panic. The creature quickly gaining on the small Viking as he dashed through the woods. Branches cut into his face and hands.

"Leave him alone!" Merida shouted and let loose another arrow. The creature roared again as in it him in the back. It turned around and swiped small tree in pure rage. It shook from the blow and the animal hit it again this time trying to use it to dislodge the arrow. Hiccup ran a wide circle back to Merida. She leaned over to offer the boy her hand. He grabbed it and tried to pull himself up. Their sweaty shaking hands slipped and Hiccup fell onto his rear with a painful grunt.

"Hiccup!" Merida cried. A reverberating roar sounded from the direction of Mordu. The bear charged to the tree. Hiccup scrabbled up and grabbed her hand. Merida pulled him up. The bear slammed into the huge old tree and made it shudder. The Merida clung to the trunk and Hiccup the branch for dear life.

"Climb!" Merida placed her feet and stood, she pulled herself higher, climbing as fast as she could. Hiccup untangled himself from the branch and tried to catch up to her. Mordu stood up and snapped his huge jaws at them. Hiccup lifted his left leg up just before the jagged fangs closed around his ankle. He shuddered was he felt its hot breath through his boot. He climbed higher to Merida who was gasping for breath ten feet above him. Hiccup trembled looked down at the bear that roared angrily at their escape.

"T-think h-he'll g-g-give up?" Hiccup stuttered. Mordu placed one of its giant paws on a lower branch that was as thick as Hiccup's chest and tried to pull itself up. The branch groaned and snapped. Hiccup flinched.

"Nae, I donae think so," Merida said trying to get another arrow out while hugging the tree trunk. She was trembling too.

"Should be f-fine as l-l-long as it doesn't att-attack Hagrid," Hiccup said. Mordu's scarred face glared up at them with pale eyes. Hiccup thought some dragons looked nicer then this thing.

"Mordu will nae leave until his killed one o' us," Merida said grimly, "unless we can chase him off." Mordu pulled himself upright and leaned back to fall on the tree. He struck it with both of his massive paws and made it shudder again. Merida and Hiccup hung on again.

" T-think Hagrid is okay?" Hiccup asked staring at Mordu in horrified awe. Merida spared him a worried glanced.

"I'm more worried abou' us," Merida finally notched her arrow. Mordu hit the tree again and it shook more violently. Merida waved her free arm and felt herself slipping.

"Watch out!" Hiccup stood on his branch and grabbed her waist and the trunk to steady them both.

"Ye saved me," Merida sighed. She quickly drew her arrow and let it fly. It hit the beast's chest and the creature gave it a growl but otherwise didn't notice it.

"That's not doing much," Hiccup said oh so helpfully.

"Well, do ya have any plans o' do ye want tae wait for him to knock the tree over!" Merida demanded frustrated. The tree shook again. Merida looked down at Hiccup seeing the fear in his eyes. She was sure her eyes showed the same. The tree shook and then leaned back with a painful groan of wood. The children clung on to the branches. Mordu roared again and smashed his huge paws again into the poor tree. An excruciating cracking was heard.

"We can't die here!" Hiccup hissed, "There has to be something!" Hiccup let go of Merida's waist and grabbed the branch she was sitting on. He started down the leaning tree.

"Where are ye goin'?" Merida shouted as Hiccup climbed closer to Mordu. Mordu growled and shoved the tree again. The ancient tree gave one last cracking scream before it gave out and fell. Merida and Hiccup screamed as they fell with the tree. Branches crashed and snapped. They tumbled with branches and leaves to the ground with a final huge boom that seemed to echo. Merida groaned as numbing pain bounced around her beaten body. She tried to open her eyes but everything swam and nausea churned her stomach. She squeezed her eyes shut and whimpered. The world faded from her.

* * *

><p>He hadn't fallen as far as Merida. He rolled on his side hitting a broken branch and scrapping his arm on the splintered wood. He groaned as more pain came. He hoped he hadn't broken anything. A blast of hot air brought Hiccup back to his surroundings. He looked up and straight into the marred ugly and practically furless face of Mordu. Hiccup froze. His breathing stopped, his blood went cold, he thought even his heart stopped.<p>

Another blast of Mordu's breath hit Hiccup's face. It stunk of meat, and rot and death. Hiccup didn't know how he knew the smell since he thought he had stopped breathing but he did. The jagged teeth stood wickedly close to Hiccups face. _Strange_, Hiccup thought _I always imagined I'd die by a sword of an enemy or a dragon or if I am being optimistic by old age after a life time, but no. I'm going to be eaten by a bear. _

The demon bear growled and Hiccup shut his eyes.

"_Stupefy!"_ A voice shouted. A huge thump sounded in front of Hiccup. He opened his eyes to find Mordu collapsed. Hiccup looked further up to find Hagrid step around the beast.

"Hagrid," Hiccup choked, "Hagrid I-" He fought off the sob that wanted to escape his throat. His body began to tremble uncontrollably. He had been so sure he was going to die.

Hagrid gently kneeled and place a hand on the boys back, "Yer okay now. You'll be fine, the dangers over." Hiccup continued to tremble with his silent sobs. He nodded weakly.

"Can you stand?" Hagrid asked, "Anything hurt more than you think you can handle?"

Hiccup shook his head and shakily tried to stand, "I'm fine. I'll be fine." He croaked. He finally was able to stand with a little help from Hagrid when his face paled. Hiccup's eyes landed on Merida.

"Merida!" Hiccup nearly fell over trying to run to her.

"Whao now! Let me have a look," Hagrid stopped the boy from forcing himself to move and possibly hurt himself more. Hagrid stepped over the shattered branches to the prone girl. For such a huge man with monstrous hands he could be surprisingly delicate. Hiccup watched as Hagrid removed any of the branches that landed on her. He checked her for broken bones and other major injuries. He then gentle lifted her up and cared her past Hiccup and the demon bear to the clearing where the attack started. Hiccup stumbled after them.

He had aches and pains but he was fine mostly. His body felt like he had lost a wrestling fight with a Gronckle. Merida looked pale. Her gown was shredded by Mordu. A bleeding cut drew down her left leg. Small cuts and bruises lined the rest of her much like it did him. Splinters of wood and leaveswere twisted in her hair.

"Think she hit her head on the way down," Hagrid explained. He was rifling through his pockets.

"Ah! Here it is!" He pulled out a little bottle. He uncorked it and carefully dropped two drops into Merida's mouth.

"What's that?" Hiccup asked. He fell to his knees and winced at the pain from them hitting the soft moss. Yep, that's a bruise.

"Somethin' to help the headache and bring her around. Had some meself when I woke up," Hagrid smiled reassuringly. Hiccup watched as some color returned to Merida's face. He sighed in relief. Hagrid worked quick to bind up the girls' wounded leg. He sighed and looked up at Hiccup.

"Do you need any bandages?" Hiccup shook his head. He glanced at the huge mound of fur back by the fallen tree.

"Did you kill it?" Hiccup asked.

"No," Hagrid said softly, "Just a beast trying to make his way in the world. No need to be cruel." Hiccup gave him a shocked look. He felt his jaw drop open, ouch, yep that was bruised too.

"Wha-bueh-it-I-we" Hiccup sputtered, "That thing tried to kill us! It ate King Fergus's leg! That thing is a monster if I've ever seen one!" Hiccup objected.

"Now, now. He was a scared or hungry was all. Poor fellas' had a hard enough life judging by those scars," Hagrid said waving a hand to the boy. Hiccup continued to sputter, but could find no more words. He was too shocked.

"Come on, best be going before he wakes up." Hagrid gathered the girl up in his arms and slug her smaller bag up with his own. Hiccup hurried after him slinging on his own bag. I noticed Merida's bow laid where Hagrid had put her. She had clung onto it until then. Hiccup picked it up and put it around him. He spared the beast one last awed and feared glance before rushing to catch up to the giant.

"Not how I planned for yer first outing to go," Hagrid murmured to Hiccup almost apologetic.

"It never is," Hiccup replied darkly. The forest stayed quiet and strange to Hiccup. He didn't trust it anymore. The very leaves seemed to whisper of dark things that the boy couldn't quite understand. He only knew that the feeling of danger stayed with him and he couldn't figure out why. He hoped this would be the most dangerous it ever got in the magical world he was about to enter. The gut feeling he had said otherwise.

* * *

><p><strong>After Class Speech<strong>

The spotlight turns on to the dark stage with rich red crowd mutters nervously about the evil bullying author. Instead of him though, a girl steps out. She has shoulder length brown hair with blonde highlights, beautiful hazel eyes, and creamy skin. A simple purple dress complements her figure nicely.

"Hi! As you can tell I am not you sadistic author. My name is Riley and the Critic begged me to post this for him since he is too busy with college right now. He wanted to apologize for taking so long and will post more often when the summer comes so please bear with him. He wants to thank you all for reading and hopes you enjoyed! I personally am tired of hearing him complain and whine, but at least he does work hard when he needs to. He demanded that I type something here like his last chapters, I made him-"

Suddenly evil laughter is heard and the backstage is lit up with shadows from a dancing flame. One shadow is holding the wand thing that has the fire,the dark figure has a jagged tooth smile and continued to laugh. Another shadow seemed tied up and struggling. The light jumped from one shadow to the other.

"Well crap, he went and got his revenge on the twerp!" I said looking behind me, "Doesn't he have a paper to do?" I glance out to all you readers ^^u

"This makes me look like a liar, doesn't it? Better fix that, before the idiot gets me into more trouble," I pull out a whistle and give it a sharp chirp. More shadows appear and grab the laughing man.

"Hey! What are you doing?! Stop! I don't want to work anymore! Let me go! Traitors! RILEY!" the shadows drag him away to places unknown. I smile out to the battered audience, "I'll teach him manners next, so you don't have to sit so far away." The crowd share hopeful glances and applaud the young woman.

"Thank you, thank you. Until next time!" I turn and walk off stage. The light turns off. The show is over for now.


	4. Chapter 4

Each friend represents a world in us, a world not born until they arrive, and it is only by this meeting that a new world is born.

-Anais Nin

* * *

><p>"Ugh," Jack muttered and allowed the back of his head hit the wall of the closet he was given to sleep in. Oh wait, no the guy that owed his mother a favor called this a "room". Yeah, Mr. Johnson was a guy in his early forties that had his rear saved by Jack's mom. It had something to do with a stormy night at sea and him falling overboard. Anyway, the guy now worked on this really fancy cruise liner as a janitor. When Mom called, Mr. Johnson jumped on the chance to pay her back… with only one problem. Even between the two of them, they still didn't have enough for a ticket. The liner he was on was booked and it was heading to the exact spot Jack wanted to be. So they snuck him on and now he was sleeping in the closet.<p>

It had a lumpy cot crammed in between the narrow space of the two shelves lined with cleaning supplies. At least Jack wouldn't run out of toilet paper or towels. It was _so convenient_ according to Mr. Johnson.

Why wasn't Jack using something really convenient like Floo powder? They didn't have any magical connections in America. Actually, since Jack's dad passed away the family's only connection was Dumbledore and he hadn't left Jack a way to get to Europe when he visited all those years ago. Heck, Jack didn't even know where to get an owl to send to Dumbledore! Nothing of his dad's was any help either, though Jack did bring one of Jonathon's journals from his days back in school.

Oh, Jack didn't stay in the room and read, oh no, he explored. His first day was wandering around the decks and shows that he could sneak into. He pretended to be with a family and just walk right past the sailors. They were all idiots. He had swum in the pool, watched a circus-like show, a theatre drama, and had banquets his first couple of days. Lobster was amazing.

It was a great, but it got boring fast. He couldn't get too close to the guests because they would ask about his parents and what room he was in and blah blah blah. He had already had to lie himself out of three of those situations. Then he couldn't help himself but pull a few pranks after he had done everything that didn't involve him paying up front. They weren't anything _too_ big. Make the shrimp line up to look like a hand and scare an overweight woman in a floral dress. Add just a touch of ice to the slide so that at the end, kids shot another three feet in the air before landing in the pool. And, of course, he left bottles of sea water here and there.

And he knew it was stupid, but after he got yelled at by some of the kitchen staff (what? It smelled good) he turned his pranks on them. Kitchen utensils frozen to the tables, buckets of sea water or sea weed over doors and one amazing prank that made one of the fish that was about to be cooked for dinner look like it could talk. It scared the burly assistant cook into shrieking like a girl when Jack had it start singing. He had been playing a game of hide-and-seek all around the boat with the sailors after those.

That was when Mr. Johnson had run into him on one of his great escapes. He suffered a long, "you should be more responsible, yap-yap, you're lucky you weren't brought to the captain. Yada-yada, they would have you arrested if they found out you were a stowaway." Long argument, in short, he was grounded in this closet until they reached the port. This would be anytime now, which was also why he hadn't fought back to his imprisonment with the mop. Just as Jack was thinking about sneaking out one more time the announcement was made. Jack smiled in relief and packed his small backpack. Land was in sight. He was about to finally meet another witch or wizard that would understand him better than anyone on this floating tub.

He turned to the locked door as the knob rattled. Mr. Johnson opened the door and waved at Jack. "Right, it's time for you to get going. We'll need to get you off this ship and to that friend your mother was talking about." Jack gave his cocky half smile and followed the janitor. Johnson continued to glance back a Jack in a curious way. Jack kept his smirk and made eye contact each time he did. The man seemed a little jittery and Jack ignored it. He didn't know if he liked Mr. Johnson after the week he spent under his "care". The man was clearly a spineless coward, but he had a good heart. He allowed Jack a lot of freedom but also didn't help Jack with meals or out of his tricky problems when he was nearly caught right in front of him. Instead he waited for Jack to get out of his situation before he started his speech hours later. Now he kept looking at Jack with what…fear? Worry? Curiosity…? Whatever it was, Jack was getting annoyed even as they got closer to one of the exits.

It seemed the man decided to voice his concern, "Jack, do you know the friend that your mother was talking about? What they look like, their name?" Jack raised an eyebrow. So he was worried.

Jack looked straight ahead, "Yeah I know who I'm meeting. You get me off this tub and you'll never have to worry about me again." Jack lied smoothly. Mr. Johnson hesitated a moment before he nodded, the worry still in his eyes. Finally Jack felt cool sea air brush his face. He stretched his arms up and enjoyed the feeling of being outside again. The bustling of people making their way to the docks pushed him and Mr. Johnson along. Jack stared at the buildings and the people, the grey clouds, and the other ships. There he was, in England, where his dad grew up…where his dad met his mom. Jack slipped in and out of groups, trying to make his way to the shore and then the city.

"Wait Jack!" Mr. Johnson barked behind him. Jack glanced over his shoulder to Mr. Johnson. The smirk slid off his face the moment he looked over Mr. Johnson's shoulder. The man's call got the attention of others. One was one of the sailors that Jack had escaped from. He was tall, in his thirties with a dark tan and brown hair cut short.

"And what is going on here?" he asked clamping a hand on Mr. Johnson's shoulder. Both he and Jack stiffened. Mr. Johnson turned to see who had him.

"C-Chief Mate Jones sir!" Mr. Johnson gasped. Jack made a half step back. The man's eyes traveled between the janitor's eyes to the boy coldly.

"What are you doing with this trouble maker Johnson?" the man demanded.

Mr. Johnson stared at the tall man for a long awkward moment. "The boy lost his family and asked me to help locate them," Mr. Johnson stammered out. Jack fought the urge to roll his eyes and point out that he was old enough to find his "family" alone.

"Is that so," he asked. Jack didn't like the look in the man's eyes. "Well Jack, how about we find them? I think I remember telling you I needed to talk to them," he smirked, "while you were running away."

Jack smiled sheepishly. Mr. Johnson tried to intervene, "Oh no sir! You don't have to waste-"

"It's no problem. I insist," Jones interrupted him. Mr. Johnson gave Jack a look that practically said "_He's not going to give up kid. Now what?_ Jack shrugged and pulled his sheepish smile into a cocky half grin trying to convey "_I don't know but I can handle it"._

"Alright, my family should be around the docks by now," Jack tried to act as cool as possible. Jack turned around and smoothly made his way off the ship and on onto the docks. He didn't know who would be waiting for him or if they were even here, but he hoped he could lose this guy in the crowd and find them before anything loud happened. He knew Dumbledore had something set up for him. Dumbledore was always ready for anything if his Dad's journals could account for anything. He just had to find his guide.

The adults matched pace with him on either side. Jack looked around the place. It was packed with people. Tourists crossing this way and that, workmen flitting around to whatever their jobs demanded. They crowded and pushed, creating a flow that was hard to fight against. The buildings towered over them. Grey and brown bricks shadowed the masses. The tall buildings hid the winding streets and paths into the city. The grey clouds hung low, the scent of rain joined the smell of docks, fish, and waters. The wind was going from cool to chill.

Jack worked his way to the center of the crowd. He planned to lose both adults since neither of them would understand that the stranger in robes that was picking him up was a trusted figure. Jack glanced at Mr. Johnson, deciding last minute that the guy, coward or not, at least deserved a thank you. Jack was a little unfair; it wasn't like the cruise was a nightmare. He did have fun, he was just impatient.

"Mr. Johnson," the man glanced down at the boy, "I just wanted to say thanks for all the help. My family and I appreciate it….really." He grinned. The janitor gave him a slightly confused look and opened his mouth to respond but it was too late. Jack dashed to the side.

"Hey kid!" Jones lunged to grab him and missed. Jack weaved and pushed his way through the people. Some making noises of protest and surprise. The Chief Mate shouted for crew members and cursed Jack has he tried to follow after the juvenile. Jack ran, dodging and weaving through people and luggage, but the stubborn man wouldn't let up. Jack ducked behind a wheezing guy that was carrying a heavy box. He gasped for breathe and peaked behind him. Jones came around a couple, his eyes still focused on Jack.

"Oh come on!" Jack huffed, fleeing again. "What does it take to lose this guy?" Jack tried several tricks to lose the Chief. Blending in, doubling back, crisscrossing, and trying to trip up the guy with the luggage around them. Jack jumped up a railing and dove over baggage that had a little kid gasp in wonder. Sadly, Jones jumped right after him. "What is he, an Olympic athlete? Doesn't he have something better to do than chase a kid?" Jack hid behind the corner of a stack of crates gasping for air and sweating in the cool air. He checked and now the guy had some of his crew with him looking. Oh man, this was not going according to plan. Where was the person from the school? If he got caught now they would find out he didn't really have a family with him, that he didn't even have a ticket or I.D.

A hand clamped onto his shoulder making Jack jump.

"Got ya."

* * *

><p>Merida started the day in a less than good mood. Of course, most people would understand why she was in this mood. The demon bear had attacked them, tried to kill them, knocked her out, and attacked her friend! She woke up confused and hurting. The dull pain that echo in her bandaged leg was dwarfed by the horrible pounding headache she had. She was able to get her eyes to focus enough to find she was in a white room. She was lying on top of the sheets of a white bed. A strange light came from the ceiling making her head hurt even worse. She groaned and shut her eyes to the bright light.<p>

"Oh, you're awake," a woman's voice said. Merida had to force her eyes open again. She couldn't really make out the fuzzy person.

"Here drink this. It'll help your head and leg," Merida felt the edge of a cup against her lips. She opened her mouth and nearly gagged. The liquid that was poured onto her tongue was one of the worst flavors she ever had tasted. She couldn't even think of anything to compare it to, maybe mold and a slug from a bog. She coughed and sputtered. The cup disappeared and was replaced with a cloth.

The woman tittered with laughter, "What were you expecting? Pumpkin juice?" she joked. Merida groaned again and placed an arm over her eyes. She didn't know how long she laid there as a tingling sensation crept to her leg and head. Slowly the pounding headache eased. Quick feet came up to the side of her bed. She moved her arm to look at the visitor.

"Merida?" A familiar voice asked. Her eyes took a moment to adjust to the light. Finally she could see the worried little Viking standing next to her bed. A couple of scraps littered his face. His clothes were strange, a bizarre white vest under an open green coat with a pair of blue pants and lace up shoes.

"Wat the h'ck are ye wearin'?" Merida slurred.

Hiccup smiled, "nice to see you too. These are Muggle clothes." His hand clutched the sleeve edge, "It takes a little getting used to. They're uncomfortable yet comfortable at the same time." Merida gave him a confused look. He shrugged, "you'll see soon enough."

"How long have I been out?" Merida asked and tried to seat up. Hiccup started to stop her but her glare stopped him. The room spun for a moment before coming back to focus. The other beds were empty at the moment. Hiccup was the only one in the overly white room.

"About a day and a half. You hit your head," Hiccup shifted on his feet nervously, "how are you feeling?"

"Like I fell out o' a bleeding tree!" she barked with a chuckle. Hiccup grinned; if she could joke then she would be fine.

"Wat about Hagrid?" Merida's smile suddenly disappeared. Did he make it?

"He's fine…crazy, definitely crazy, but fine. He was only knocked out by the bear. He woke up in time to save me, help you, and then get us out of the forest for some real medical help." Hiccup didn't look her in the eye.

"Mordu? He saved ya from Mordu?!" Merida slowly shifted off her bed to stand. Hiccup avoided answering and helped steady her. The spinning stopped and the headache was leaving. She felt much better. Even the dull pain in her leg went down to a minor throb.

"Are you sure you should be standing?" Hiccup asked the worry back on his face.

"Aye! Nothin' worse fer wear. Stop dottin' on me. Wat are ye, a mother hen?" Merida shooed him away from her. She stood tall and determined as ever.

"So how did-"Merida was cut off though, by the entrance of their enormous guardian.

"Jumping gargoyles! What do you think yer doing!" Hagrid bellowed. The man quickly marched over to the girl and tried to get her back in the bed.

"I'm fine! Stop!" Merida fought back. Hagrid hesitated.

"I donae want tae stay here! I feel a little banged up but I'm fine now!" Merida defended herself. She walked away from the bed and around the pair with little problem. "See?"

Hagrid looked to Hiccup for help. Hiccup raised his arms, "Don't look at me! When she gets like this only her mom can stop her." Merida kept her determined walk out the room, down the hall and to a room that held the exit.

There were other people in the room to. A woman sat behind a desk. People sat and stood around the room too. They all seemed surprised to see her.

"Miss?" the lady behind the desk stood up, "You shouldn't be-"

"Seems we'll be leavin' now," Hagrid caught up to the hotheaded girl.

"Merida!" Hiccup caught her, "you want to change before you go out?" Merida froze and looked down at herself. She hadn't noticed she was wearing a short white gown. Her legs were exposed, her feet bare, her back showing to all these people that were gawking at her. Merida's face quickly turned as red as her hair. Hiccup looked embarrassed for her too.

She would never usually do this, but the young girl had been through a lot and her pride had run short after her march up to the front of the building. Merida step behind Hiccup and hid from all the eyes, "yea, ye brought anythin'?" Merida whispered.

Hiccup couldn't help the small blush on his face either, but nodded. He held up a bag to Merida and had one of the workers there lead her to an empty room to change. To her surprise it was Muggle clothes and not one of her dresses. There was a pink skirt and a light green top. The lace shoes that was similar to Hiccup's shoes. As quickly as she could she put on the Muggle clothes. The skirt was too loose. It had a gap in it that had two rigged sides and a clasp at the end. Not knowing what to do she pulled on the clasp and watched as the two edges fussed together. Curious how this happened she played with it a little before she heard a knock at the door.

"You ready yet Merida?" Hiccup asked. Merida kneeled and tied the laces.

"Aya! Let's go!" Merida shoved the door open and hit Hiccup. "Ops, sorry…"

Hiccup rubbed his now sore nose as the pair quickly caught up with Hagrid at the front desk to leave.

"I still don't think it's wise for her to leave yet," the lady behind the desk said.

Merida snorted, "Shows how much ye know. I'm good." Merida marched past and out the door her friend and her escort right behind her.

"Usually I'd want ya to stay like the Healer said, but we're going to be late getting a student if we don't hurry," Hagrid said leading the pair to an alley way.

"We're picking someone else up?" Hiccup asked. Merida barely heard him. She was too busy gawking at everything around them. The carts that ran without horses, the black stone paths, and the tall poles that held what looked like torches in glass. Where the heck did she wake up? Hiccup had a day to wander around, ask questions, and adjust to this place whereas Merida had not.

"Yep, the boy is sailing in from America today. If Dumbledore's information is right, and it rarely is ever wrong!" Hagrid smiled. Both Hiccup and Merida paused at this and stared at Hagrid with large eyes. The mythical land across the oceans…

"America!" Hiccup cried out, "It exists! You don't fall off the edge of the world?" Hagrid was surprised by their reaction though he shouldn't be.

"Oi, wat nonsense is that? Fallin' off?" Merida shook her head at Hiccup who blushed lightly. Merida turned her attention back to Hagrid, "Is it really full o' dragons and fairies and all sorts o' wild creatures?"

Hagrid blinked at both of them. Sure they were in some sense time travelers from the past but he didn't realize how small their worlds really were. Hiccup seemed more embarrassed then anything now.

"America in some sense is very different from here, "Hagrid said carefully, "but they are still much like most folk. Muggle or not, I'm not exactly sure how we're different to be honest 'sides what we like to drink and how we talk that is."

Some of the curious wonder died in Merida's eyes to be replaced with disappointment.

"So this new student is American?" Hiccup seemed to refocus himself on the topic of the new boy.

"Aya! He can tell us all about his home!" Merida crowed, "Wat are we waitin' for? Let's hurry!" Merida started marching ahead in her usual fashion when Hagrid stopped her. He smiled a little sheepish and gestured to the opposite direction they were going.

"Had to check the street sign," he pointed to the pole that stuck out at the corner they had come to, "the docks are actually this way. Best be sticking close too. It's easy to get lost in places here if ya don't know what you're looking for."

Merida only lifted her chin at her mistake and tried to continue after the Master of Keys with as much dignity as she could with Hiccup smirking at her.

"Wat?" she glared.

"The world isn't flat and you walk straight forward in a place completely foreign to you. Even when we have a guide to tell which way to go! Some things are world changing but you are just the same right?" Hiccup smiled. She narrowed her eyes at the boy knowing he was making fun her.

"At least I knew it existed," she hissed back.

"What do you think he'll be like?" Hiccup suddenly changed subject. He was more curious about their next traveling companion then getting in an argument with Merida.

"How should I know?" she huffed, "He's a boy so at least we know he's as ridiculous as ya."

Hiccup rolled his eyes, "No I mean-You know what? Never mind. Why would you know anyway? When you first thought of me I was supposed to be a big brute of a pig like my cousin."

"I-"

"And I sure proved you right!"

"Okay! I get it! Shut yer trap!" Merida growled, "You're the one who asked!"

The pair continued to argue beside Hagrid as the gentle giant tried to find the quickest paths to the dock. The group stepped forward and backward until Merida caught the scent of the ocean. The sky, which hadn't really been clear, was growing darker with a coming storm.

"We best hurry now 'fore that storm hits. Looks like a nasty one," Merida muttered. Hagrid peered up to the heavens to see she was correct. Hiccup gave her an odd look.

"Don't all storms look like that?" he asked.

"How bad is it up there in the Northern Isles if that," Merida pointed up, "is normal?" Hiccup blinked at her then did is best to shrug.

"Ah-well, you see-," he struggled to explain his homeland.

"There it is!" Hagrid's booming voice cut off the boy and brought the children's attention to the sight before them. Both kids gasped at the sight of modern ships and more strange machines. Huge tall towers with long reaching arms were stretched over some of the largest ships the child had ever seen. Swinging ropes hung down to the ships to lift gigantic metal boxes. The boxes were bigger than some of the villagers' houses back in DunBroch!

"Woah," Hiccup said in awe.

Merida nodded in agreement, "Aye." A crowd of tourists pushed into the group of three, separating them. Loud chatter and excitement came from the crowd.

"I finally caught you!" Merida heard over the group. A large couple moved and she could see a brawny man in some sort of uniform grabbing Hiccups' arm.

"Hey! What are you-"

"That's enough out of you kid. You are in a lot of trouble for running like that," the guy growled.

"What are you talking about?!" Hiccup tried to pull his arm free.

"Oi! Wat are ye trying to pull with ma friend?" Merida tried to push her way to them. She nearly got run over by a man with a huge bag. The uniformed man was starting to drag the still protesting Hiccup away and Merida couldn't get to them.

"What's all this then?" Hagrid appeared in front of Merida. He had spotted Hiccup and easily forced his way forward. People gave him one glance and quickly moved. Merida stuck close behind him. The man took notice of Hagrid and froze. Hiccup quickly slipped out of his weakened grasp and backed away.

"Is everything okay?" Hagrid asked Hiccup. Hiccup rubbed his arm but nodded.

"What was that about?" he asked the stranger. The burly man seemed taken aback.

"A-are you the family that was on our cruise?" He stammered. Hagrid and Hiccup gave him confused looks.

Merida glared, "Are ye daft? We have niver been on any o' yer fancy ships. We just walked here!" The man reddened with shame.

"M-my mistake little miss. The crew is looking for a juvy that was on our ship. He ran and is around here somewhere," he gestured to Hiccup, "he is about that kids' age with brown hair. It was a mistake. Sorry."

"Ya bet it was a mistake!" Merida snapped.

"Wait," Hagrid place a huge hand on Merida's slim shoulder, "ye said he was about this age? Brown hair? What's his name?" Merida looked up at the wizard curiously.

"N-name? Er…it was either Jake or Jack," Hagrid's hand tightened on Merida's shoulder ever so slightly. Not enough to hurt the girl but enough for her to notice.

"Right, I wish ya luck on yer hunt, but leave these kids to me," Hagrid grinned. The man nodded nervously and quickly left.

"Hagrid?" Merida looked up to the man who was moving toward a large multi-story ship that had the people pouring from it. Hagrid was muttering to himself.

"Hagrid wat's wrong?" Merida tried again.

Hagrid glanced down to the kids that were following him closely. "It's that boy. His name is Jack and I am willing ta bet my umbrella that he is the boy we are here ta get! He's being just like his father, already causing trouble and mischief."

"The American boy?" Merida asked.

Hagrid nodded, "Keep an eye out fer him."

"You knew his dad?" Hiccup asked a little out of breath from trying to keep up.

"Why o' course! Him and James Potter and all those boys when they went to Hogwarts," Hagrid chuckled.

"Who's James Potter?" Merida gave him a confused look. Hagrid made a surprised 'oh' face.

"That's right! Ye wouldn't know anything about them," Hagrid shook his head, "which means ye don't know about Harry! Prattling pixies do I have some explaining to do!" Hagrid huffed. Merida and Hiccup shared a look of confusion, "but first we better find Jack 'fore these Muggles do."

For ten minutes the trio wondered around the docks looking for a boy that was similar to Hiccup. Every once in a while they would spot a sailor still hunting for Jack.

"There he is!" Merida tried to follow his line of sight but people still blocked it. Hagrid pushed his way to some crates. Merida finally saw the boy gasping, his back was to them. He was a little taller than Hiccup but just a thin.

Hagrid put an arm on his shoulder, "Got ya." The boy spun around and jerked away. His brown eyes were huge with alarm. Hagrid lift his hands in a calming gesture like Merida would with a frightened horse.

"Easy now… you're Jack Overland?" Hagrid asked. The boys' tension and fear left. He almost sagged with obvious relief.

"You're from…Hogwarts?" Jack huffed. A shin of sweat glistened on his brow, even in this chilly wind.

"Aye, my name is Rubeus Hagrid. I'm the Keeper of Keys at Hogwarts," Hagrid said. A grin nearly split the boy's face. Then the angry shout of a man had him glancing over his shoulder.

"Okay great, can we get out of here?" he asked in a hurry. Hagrid glanced up as well and nodded. The group quickly walked in the opposite direction and made their way further into the city.

"So you guys are students too uh?" Jack asked eyeing them in curiosity.

"Aye, I'm Merida and this here is Hiccup," she said. Jack raised an eyebrow at Hiccup, which of course he noticed.

"Yeah, it's a weird name and no it's not the worst where I come from," Hiccup said quickly.

"What's the worst?" Jack smirked.

"Oh you shouda seen his cousin. He was a burt an' his name was Snotlout. He was big and hairy, and had the face o' a pig, I kid ye not!" Merida shook her head mournfully, "when they first came up I feared he was ta boy that was the comin' with me! Lucky for us he wosn't." Jack snickered.

"Snotlout really?"

"Hey you!" the group turned to see a tall man rushing towards them.

"Oh man. That guy really doesn't give up, does he?" Jack grimaced.

"Friend of yours?" Hiccup asked. Jack snorted and scowled.

"You lot stay close now," Hagrid turned to the back of one of the warehouses. The children raced after him with the pursuing sailor still calling out to them.

Hagrid walked behind a few dumpsters. He pulled out his umbrella and began tapping the brick wall. In no time the bricks began to separate into an arch. Merida and Hiccup gasped. Jack hurried forward into the now open street on the other side of the wall.

"How did you?" Hiccup began.

"No time," Hagrid said and gently pushed the other two through following right behind them. The man came around the corner certain he finally caught the trouble maker but he only found an empty alley. He growled in frustration and ran through.

"Hagrid where are we?" Merida asked. The street had a few people walking around. They weren't like the Muggles, they wore long robes, and some of them had pointed hats. The cobblestone street twisted this way and that before disappearing around a corner.

"Ah well, we're near Diagon Alley. That's all that's real important. Here let's slip in here and have us a little break shall we?" Hagrid pointed out a spot that looked a bit like a restaurant. The group came in to a somewhat dark pub like entrance. They stone floors had straw and dirt scattered around. The tables and chairs were old and scarred. The whole building seemed to creak and groan. Hagrid lead them to a table by a fireplace. The children took their sits while Hagrid went to get drinks.

The place smelled of cooking meat, sweat, and dust. The fire gave off a golden glow and warmth in the slight gloom. The flames threw shadows this way and that over the visitors.

"Are you really from America?" Hiccup asked.

"Yeah, I have been there for as long as I can remember." Jack shrugged.

"So that's yer accent then? American?" Merida asked. "Wat's it like over there?"

Jack put his hands in his pocket, "well I would imagine it isn't much different from here, but I grew up around a bunch of, well," Jack looked a little uncomfortable, "A bunch of Muggles, so I don't know any wizard families."

"Oh, so ye don't know anythin' about magic or 'ogwarts," Merida stated. That wasn't what she was asking about but she would have eventually.

"I do!" Jack nearly snapped. He must have heard the disappointment in her voice. "My dad was a wizard, my mom isn't. My dad even went to Hogwarts! He was born here. I know plenty about the magical world."

_I must o' hit a nerve, _Merida thought. Hiccup didn't care; he was just excited he finally found another person his age that knew what they were getting into.

Before he could said anything Merida asked, "So wat's 'ogwarts goin' to be like? Wat kind o' magic are we goin' to learn?"

"Whoa, wait up. What about you guys? Where are you from?" Jack asked lifting his hands in a motion to stop her. Merida blushed.

"I'm from a small isle called Berk. It's twelve days north of hopeless, and a few degrees south of freezing to death," Jack snickered. Merida gave Hiccup an amused look, "It's located on the meridian of misery."

"Sounds like a vacation," Jack laughed.

"My village in a word, sturdy. It's been around for seven generations, but every single building is new. We have fishing, hunting, and a charming view of the sunsets. The only problems are the pests." Hiccup said dramatically.

"Sounds too nice ta be a village fer yer kind o' people Hiccup," Merida jabbed before Jack could ask about the pests or why all the buildings were new.

"Hey I didn't say they weren't tasteless," Hiccup gave her a half smile.

"And you must be from Scotland," Jack said looking at Merida. She raised her head proudly.

"Aye, I come from the kingdom of DunBroch; where the forests are green and ancient…where the cliffs, tall and majestic." She said.

"Where the fog is on and off annoying, and the animals are crazy, big and smelly," Hiccup said, "and the people even more so."

"Oi!" Merida glared at Hiccup. Jack was again laughing.

"Well those places sound pretty cool. I come from a small house in a small grey town. It's old, boring, and dual." Jack shrugged. "The forest around it has some fun places but not much."

"No dragons or mysteries?" Hiccup asked.

Jack shook his head. "At least not the place I live in."

"Ye said yer dad was a wizard," Merida said.

"Yeah he was, he taught me a few things about the magical world," Jack said. "What about you guys? Are your parents witches and wizards?"

"Nay, me mum knew a girl that was a witch though," Merida said.

"My dad isn't and I don't know about my mom," Hiccup said. Jack and Merida gave him confused looks. "She died when I was a baby. If she was a witch she never told my dad." Hiccup clarified simply.

"So you guys are Muggleborn for all you know," Jack stated.

"Wat's Muggleborn?" Merida asked.

"It's a magic folk that is from a Muggle family," Hagrid answered, reminding them that their guardian was still there. He had been walking back to them and listening in. He set three Butterbeers in front of them. He took a swig of his own drink before continuing.

"Jack would be called a Halfblood 'cause he has a wizard father and a Muggle mother," Hagrid added.

"Why is that important?" Hiccup asked. Jack gave him a startled look.

"Well in wizard society there are families that like to call themselves Pureblood. They think they're above others because they don't have any Muggles in their families. Actually it ties into the story I want you and Merida to hear because we'll be picking up Harry next."

Jack's eyes lit up, "Harry Potter?"

"Aye that's him," Hagrid grinned across the table to the boy, "I bet you and he have a lot in common. Yer dads went to school together after all."

Jack's grinned practically glowed.

"Tie in how Hagrid? What story?" Hiccup gave Jack and Hagrid a curious look.

Hagrid leaned forward, his chair groaning loudly under him. His face became soft and cautious, like he was sharing a dark secret.

"A few years back a dark wizard began getting followers. They believed that wizards should be above Muggles. They attacked Muggles and Muggleborns and all sorts of people. They were dark, horrible people," Hagrid said gravely. "Anyone that stood against them was killed…all except little Harry."

The three children were engrossed by Hagrid's story. They stared at him with wide transfixed eyes. The dance fire added to the dark tale as it painted Hagrid's face in half shadows.

"He is known as the Boy-Who-Lived."

* * *

><p><strong>After Class Speech<strong>

The curtains drew back. The crowd hummed with excitement. Finally it seemed their author was doing something. In a whirl of shadows the cloaked man appeared. He stood behind his podium and stared at the crowd. "Where did all of you come from?! I disappear for a while and now I come back to double the people here." He shook his head. "Well welcome to my story new readers, and it's good to see you others that returned." The Critic shifted uncomfortably, "It's been a while since I updated, that thing called life showed up and smacked me in the face, threw me down some stairs, drove a car over me, then took my lunch and walked away laughing." He shrugged. "But hey, I lived."

"Anyway, I hope you enjoyed this, I was typing this chapter when a thought suddenly hit me. It was one of those, 'what the hell are you doing? Do you realize how big this story is really going to be?" thoughts. I looked at the seven books stacked up laughing at me and dropped me head on my desk." the Critic smirked. "But man is it going to be an adventure to me and you!"

A hand waved in the middle of the audience, "Yes?"

"Is Hiccup going to meet Toothless and lose his leg?"

"Oh well, um-" the Critic cleared his throat.

Someone else called out, "Is Toothless going to be the dragon Harry faces in the Triwizard Tournament?"

"You guys-"

"What's going to happen next?" Another in the back called. They crowd began murmuring.

"Wait! Wait!" They fell silent, "Wow, okay. I have something planned for the Triwizard Tournament, no one has done this before so it should be fun. Events that took place in the individual movies will still happen, but like the Harry Potter series some things will be changed. I refuse to give away everything. As for the future, well you will just have to keep reading won't you?"

"Anything else? hmm," the Critic scratched his chin, "Right! If you are worried or curious about how my stories are coming along just go to me bio. Near the bottom I have a list for Updates so you know where I am at for the next chapter. Otherwise-"

"CRITIC!" A familiar female voice shrieked. The Critic turned to look off stage.

"Uh oh, looks like she escaped from the study void to get revenge on me," he snickered, "well I will have to do something about that." He turned back to the crowd. "Thanks for all the follows and reviews! Hope to see ya guys next time! Bye!" The cloaked figure stepped back a disappeared in the shadows. The curtains closed just as a furious woman stepped into view.

"I'll get you TAC! You are dead!" she shouted just as the show ended.


	5. Chapter 5

"And above all, watch with glittering eyes the whole world around you

because the greatest secrets are always hidden in the

most unlikely places. Those who don't believe in magic will never find it."

-Ronald Dahl

* * *

><p>The group of four stood outside a gloomy-looking hotel that sat on the outskirts of the city from which they had picked up Jack. Apparently <em>this<em> was where the next addition to their little crowd had spent the night. Hiccup shifted nervously on his feet; after Hagrid had told them the tales of Harry and the Dark Lord he was nervous about meeting him. He tried to imagine the boy hero, with the jagged scar on his forehead. Sadly an image of Snotlout came to mind; tall, muscular, confident, rough and tough, ready for any peril that came his way.

He glanced at Merida. She and Jack both looked excited. Hiccup reminded himself that Merida misjudged him based on the clichés and prejudices the Scotsmen and Vikings had built over years of fighting. She had also imagined someone like Snotlout, but had gotten Hiccup instead. Hiccup shook his head, he wasn't going to build this kid up into a hero he wasn't. Harry had been a baby, for all they knew he was just a normal kid…magic kid…wizard…"Ugh." Hiccup groaned. He was never going to get use to this!

"You alright?" Jack asked, sparing the smaller boy a glance as the group entered the building, "You look a little pale."

"Fine," Hiccup muttered. A woman stood behind a desk, she looked up…and up at the man standing before her in awe. Hagrid gave her his best smile.

" 'Ello, I am here to meet someone. Mr. Harry Potter, 'e spent the night here," Hagrid said. The woman blinked at him, but otherwise remained silent, "I do 'ave the right place, don't I?" Hagrid asked.

She shook herself out of her daze, "Ah, um, yes! He was here. After they took the letters, they left here in a rush."

"He left?" Merida frowned.

"Thank you," Hagrid said and turned to leave. The woman opened her mouth to ask about all the letters but the man and children were already out the door. She stood and peaked outside only to see the parking lot. They were gone.

"Well that was a waste of time," Jack slumped. They stood on the side of a road surrounded by trees.

Merida kicked a rock, "Aye, so now wat?" All three turned to Hagrid.

"You lot wait a minute," he was looking at something in his hand. Jack turned his head to get a peak of the object but Hagrid shoved it into one of his many pockets. "Right, seems that old cod is running. We best be going!"

The adolescents gave him weird looks. Before they could say anything Hagrid was off. Hiccup shrugged and followed.

"So Jack, your dad is a wizard. What's he like?" Hiccup asked.

Jack smiled, "he was one of the best Aurors the Ministry ever had. He fought and helped capture a lot of the Death Eaters and followers of You-Know-Who. He saved a bunch of Muggleborns too. He had great magic skills with ice; its kind-a passed down the family."

Merida furrowed her brow, "Auror?" she pronounced carefully.

Jack nodded, "In a way they're the cops and guards for the Ministry." Merida didn't know what a 'cop' was but she figured it was something like a warrior.

"… and the Ministry?" Hiccup asked.

"That's the governing group of wizards. The Minister is the elected leader," Jack stated. Hiccup blinked – an elected chief? How did that work? Vikings could barely agree on anything, so to 'elect' someone sounded crazy.

"And your dad was one o' these warriors…why da ya speak about him like…" Merida trailed off. "Oh."

Jack kept his smile though, "Yeah, just before my little sister was born, he lost to a Death Eater. My mom had a little charm that let her know how my dad was doing. When it shattered she knew. A couple years back a…friend visited and told us what had happened." Jack's eyes seemed far away and sad. "He was protecting a group of Muggles that didn't even know they were in danger. He was killed just as help arrived. They caught the guy, but it was too late for dad."

The other kids gazed at him wide eyed. Jack brought himself out of his memories to chuckle at their expressions. "You guys are going to lose your eyes."

"Jack I –" Merida started to apologize.

"Don't worry about it. My dad was a hero and I'm proud to be his son. I want to be an Auror when I grow up too," Jack grinned at his dream. The other children grimaced. Merida was supposed to become a queen like her mom, though she didn't know if she wanted to. Hiccup was supposed to become chief except he didn't think he could ever be anything like his father.

"So what about you guys? What dreams do you have?" Jack asked.

"I just want to be accepted in my village. Maybe get some respect instead of messing everything up," Hiccup sighed.

Jack raised an eyebrow, "That might be hard in a Muggle society. Wizards usually look down on Muggles and the only Muggles that really know about the magical world are either related to us or are in a position where they need to know," he explained.

Hiccup looked at Jack uneasily, "Everyone in my village already knows I'm a wizard."

"An' everyone in the castle back 'ome know tae. It's probably already spread to the rest o' them by now," Merida added. It was Jack's turn to give them wide-eyed stares.

"But-but the Ministry would erase their memories! They don't just let everyone know about wizards!" Jack exclaimed.

Hagrid decided to jump in to explain, "Yeh each are a special case here. Jack, yeh are the unknown son of a well-known hero and a Muggle woman who's supposed to be dead. Merida is a princess in a kingdom that is right next door to an enchanted forest and Hiccup here is the chief's son o' a tribe o' Vikings." Hagrid chuckled and looked over his shoulder to Hiccup, "Do yeh really have to deal with dragons in a weekly time?" He sounded like a small child who was being told a crazy story, excitement blatant on his rotund face.

"Uh," Hiccup stammered. The others were looking at him like he had grown fins on his head, "Yes?"

"Whoa, did I hear that right?" Jack said.

"Wat?" Merida barked at the same time.

Hagrid ignored them, "Think yeh could get yer hands on one of them wee dragons? I always wanted a dragon," Hagrid grinned.

"What? No! There is no way I could-! How would I-?" Hiccup sighed and took a deep breath. He wanted to finish his sentences. While he tried this the others were in their own worlds and had their own questions.

"What do you mean she's a princess and he's a Viking? An enchanted forest… Muggles that know about us freely… and didn't Vikings die out hundreds of years ago?" Jack looked like his head was spinning.

"Wat about you? Yer mum is dead? Yer unknown even though yer da's famous? Ye in hiding er somethin'?" Merida demanded.

"I can't get you a dragon Hagrid. We have never even gotten close to their nesting grounds," Hiccup finally got out. The two started throwing questions at each other without answering any of them. It almost looked like they were arguing.

Hagrid looked disappointed but nodded, "I know, it's illegal to own a dragon anyway, but I'm still hopin'."

"Hagrid was everything else true too?" Jack demanded since Merida wasn't answering him.

Hagrid gave them a blank look. "Oh, those were secrets…I shouldn't have done that." He muttered to himself. All the children growled.

"Hagrid!" Merida demanded.

"Right, I best explain now 'fore we find Harry," Hagrid said thoughtfully. "yeh lot technically shouldn't exist. Jack has been hiding since he was born" Jack frowned, "'cause people would attack their enemy's family without a second thought and John Frost had a bunch o' enemies that would love to get them." Merida and Hiccup gazed at Jack. "Merida and Hiccup live in places that hold some kind o' barrier. Their societies haven't changed in hundreds o' so years. Dumbledore still hasn't figured it out." Hagrid chuckled, "very few people outside of those barriers even know they exist! Those Muggles are surrounded in magic. Whether it be the forest or the dragons; it's not easy to hide it from them. Dumbledore wants to find out more about those places too." This time Jack stared at the other two in awe.

"So these guys are pretty much from the past? Like before the light bulb kind of past? Before the whole, wizards separate from Muggles kind of past?" Jack whispered. Hagrid nodded.

"These are yer secrets. If the Ministry finds them out, they could really mess with yer homes and families. Professor Dumbledore wants ta protect you kids from that," Hagrid stated, "Not to add that you would become just as famous as Harry if the news ever got wind of you, and that could be dangerous. There are still horrible people out there who would do unspeakable things." Hagrid shook his head.

The three shared looks, "but now they know my secret and I know theirs." Hiccup said.

"Well it's good yer friends then! Ye can trust each other to keep yer backs." Hagrid grinned. There was a moment of awkward silence. The kids kept glancing at each other, trying to measure the others' characters.

"Well I'm like 'em. Hiccup's already better than any Viking I could imagine and his mae first friend since this craziness started," Merida grinned at the small boy who smiled back a bit surprised, "an' you seem like a brave lad. I'll give ye a chance." She smirked at Jack.

"Same here. You guys are the first magic kids I've ever met. You both are weird and cool. I bet I can have a lot of fun around here." Jack said with his cocky half-smile.

"Cool?" Hiccup looked confused.

Jack sighed, "… and I can't let you two wander around the wizard world _and _the modern Muggle world as lost as you are."

Merida looked offended but Hiccup spoke before she could, "We all agree to keep each other's secrets. Yeah, okay, we are all friends here, fantastic. Hagrid have you found this Harry person yet?"

Hagrid pulled the thing out of his pocket, glanced at it, and shoved it back in. "The great prude is still moving them around. Fluttering fairies, what are those Muggles doing?" Hagrid shook his head.

"How long before we find them?" Jack asked with excitement.

"Tonight I think, with the way they're going it'll be late," Hagrid said.

"As long as there are no sailors I'm happy," Jack smirked.

"Or bears," Hiccup added. Merida groaned and nodded. Jack gave them a weird look.

* * *

><p>"Do we really have to go out there!" Hiccup shouted over the rain and wind, he was soaked to the bone with icy water, but didn't really seem to mind it.<p>

"Don't see anywhere else we can spend tonight, do ya?" Hagrid answered with a laugh.

"How are we tae cross over?" Merida shouted. She had to hold her hair so it wouldn't fly in her face and blind her. She was shivering from the rain while she squinted at the rock island they were headed towards.

"Why we'll sail o' course!" Hagrid pulled out his pink umbrella, "Follow me!"

All three kids followed Hagrid closely as he guided them to a small row boat. It sat on the churning black waves, being tossed this way and that.

"We seriously have to ride that?" Jack stated deadpanned. Hagrid grinned as he ushered the students on it. He waved his umbrella and the oars started moving themselves as they drifted to the island. Huge crashing waves churned beneath them. Wind brushed past them, howling their icy songs in the children's ears and throwing chilly sea spray in their faces. Hiccup was just about to lose his seat when the rocks on the shore crunched under their feet.

Hiccup climbed out and dropped to his knees in relief. Jack was laughing as he looked around the waterlogged island.

"That was awesome!" he grinned as he stepped around Hagrid; though his smile vanished when he spotted the little leaning hut, "is that where we're staying tonight?"

"O' course lad! Best get inside 'fore one o' yeh gets washed away," Hagrid marched to the door. Merida was helping Hiccup stand up before the crashing waves that lapped over their feet really did drag the boy into the ocean. Jack looked a little chest fallen at the dreary hut, but he brushed his soaked brown bangs out of his eyes and started after the group.

Hagrid lifted one of his huge hands and BOOM, knocked on the door so hard that the entire hut shook. They waited a moment. A huge wave splashed icy water up to the kids' shines. Hiccup flailed and it took Jack and Merida holding him to keep him on his feet. Merida was shivering so fiercely that her jaw hurt from chattering. Thunder rolled over their heads while lightening flashed continually.

"I guess they didn't hear you!" Jack called to Hagrid over the wind and thunder.

"How could they not have heard that!" Hiccup said. Hagrid knocked a second time. A crash was heard from inside.

"Who's there?" a voice shouted from inside. "I warn you-I'm armed!"

The kids shared a worried look. Would they really be allowed to stay here?

"D-donae he s-s-sound fr-friendly," Merida nearly bit her tongue off trying to get the sarcastic sentence out. The boys gave her a worried look. They didn't look nearly as cold as she felt. Hiccup made sense since he was from the far North and Hagrid had his huge fur coat, but what was Jack's excuse?

Hagrid glanced behind him, "Stay behin' me you lot." He then smashed the door in. He hit it so hard it broke off its hinges and crashed to the floor. His huge frame blocked the entrance from view and of whoever made the threat from the three behind him. Hagrid had to stoop to squeeze his way into the hut.

"Sorry 'bout that," He said to the people inside. He glanced again at the children holding each other up behind him.

"Well, come on," he leaned down and picked up the door. They scuttled into the dilapidated structure, dripping wet and cold even if Merida was the only one with chattering teeth. Hagrid fitted the door back into its frame and muffled the sound of the storm outside.

Merida and the boys were observing the group before them. A fat man with no neck and a mustache that a walrus would be jealous of held a strange long pole thing in his hands. He had it pointed at Hagrid and giving Merida and the others appalled glances. A woman who was deathly thin and bony stood behind him. Her skeletal hand rested on his shoulder, her mouth was pinched together and her eyes were huge with fear.

A fat boy about their age sat on the couch, petrified. He had no neck either and his eyes were as big as the woman's. Merida figured that he must have been their son. The last was a boy also around their age that sat on the dingy floor. He was about the same small size as Hiccup. He had messy black hair, clothes too big for him and bright green eyes. He looked fearful and awed and just as cold as Merida felt.

She glanced at her friends. Hiccup was trying to take everything in. He looked puzzled at the strange pole thing the fat man had. Jack on the other hand looked tense. His eyes didn't move from the pole thing. He must know what it was and what it could do. Merida felt her body tense with his. She held back the urge to question him about it.

"Couldn't make us a cup o' tea, could yeh? It's not been an easy journey…" He strode over to the sofa where the fat boy sat, "Budge up, yeh great lump," he said. The boy squeaked like a rat and dashed to the woman who crouched to wrap her long bony arms around him.

"An' here's Harry," Hagrid motioned to the boy on the floor who was staring at the giant. Merida stared at him again. He didn't seem like a living legend to her. He reminded her more of Hiccup than anything else, not some boy that survived an unstoppable killing curse and defeated the… Dark Lord.

Jack's attention was dragged away from the rifle to Harry for a moment. This was the kid his dad had told him about. Their parents had been friends. This kid survived a meeting with the dark wizards that brought his dad to his end and Harry's parents too. He didn't look that amazing and Jack couldn't see the scar but he knew not to judge people on their appearances. Harry didn't seem to notice them at the moment.

"Las' time I saw you, you w's only a baby," the giant grinned. "Yeh look like yer dad, but yeh've got yer mum's eyes." The fat man with the gun made a rasping noise in the back of his throat.

"I demand that you leave at once, sir!" he said. The way he spoke reminded Jack of an angry pitbull, "You are breaking and entering!"

"Ah shut up, Dursley, yeh great prune," Hagrid retorted; he reached over the back of the sofa and grabbed the end of the rifle. Jack tensed; fear for the wizard had adrenaline coursing through his veins. The giant bent the end of the weapon like it was putty. The man pulled the trigger and blasted a hole in the ceiling to the second floor.

Merida squeaked in surprise and Hiccup jumped back against the wall.

"What was that?" he hissed quietly. The fat man made another strange squeaky noise and went pale in the face.

"I'll tell you later," Jack whispered to them, "It can't do much now." His companions slowly relaxed again.

"Anyway- Harry," Hagrid turned back to the boy, "a very happy birthday to yeh. We got summat fer yeh-I mighta sat on it, but it'll taste all right." Hagrid pulled out the cake they had made the night before at the wizard lodge in the city. He handed it over to Harry who opened it. He looked back at Hagrid then to the other kids. Jack gave him a crooked smile. Merida tried to smile too but her shivering made it difficult. Hiccup just stayed as he was; staring at the bent weapon.

The boy swallowed and asked, "Who are you people?" Hagrid chuckled.

"Right, I haven't introduced anyone." He waved the kids to join him and Harry around the couch. Jack walked up with Merida and Hiccup close behind him.

Hagrid put his huge hand to his chest, "Rubeus Hagrid, Keeper of Keys and Grounds at Hogwarts." He held out his hand to shake Harry's whole arm.

"Jack Overland," Jack nodded to Harry. Harry nodded back at the boy.

"I'm Hiccup," Hiccup said. Harry raised an eyebrow at him. Hiccup just shrugged, "yeah I know, but it's not the worst name I've heard." Both of Harry's eyebrows rose at that.

"M-Merida Du-Du-DunBroch," Merida chattered out. It wasn't as bad as outside, but she was still miserable. Her long red hair wasn't as full as usual, as it was soaking wet, but Harry still gave it a quick look over before focusing on her face.

"Pleasure to meet you," he said politely.

"Best warm yeh up and get that tea, eh?" Hagrid said. His eyes went to the empty grate. Shriveled bags of some kind rested in it. Hagrid snorted and he bent down to do something. When he leaned back, a fire roared to life. The hut lit up and Merida inched closer to it.

Hagrid began removing his cooking utensils from his coat and handing them to Jack and Hiccup. He gave Jack sausages to put over the fire and a kettle to Hiccup. Soon the place was warm and full with the smell of cooking meat.

Don't touch anything they give you, Dudley," the fat man said to the boy. Hagrid chuckled darkly and Merida threw them an annoyed look.

"Yer great puddin'pig of a son doesnae need any more food," Merida finally could speak again. Jack passed the slightly burned sausages around the hungry group. Harry and Hiccup ate like they had not had a filling meal in a week. Merida enjoyed the feeling of warmth spreading from her stomach out to her limbs. Hiccup passed around the tea next.

"I'm sorry, but I still don't really know who you are," Harry said to the group around him. The giant on the couch took a gulp of the hot tea and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

"Call me Hagrid," he said, "everyone does. An' like I told yeh, I'm the Keeper of Keys at Hogwarts. These three are going with you as yer classmates there. An' ye know about Hogwarts, o' course."

"Er-no," answered the puzzled Harry. Hagrid and Jack looked shocked. Hiccup and Merida shared a worried glance.

"Sorry," Harry said quickly feeling like he had said something wrong.

"_Sorry?"_ barked Hagrid, turning to glare at the Dursleys then focusing back on Harry. They shrank back in the corner in fear. "It's them who should be sorry! I knew yeh weren't getting' yer letters but I never thought yeh wouldn't even know abou' Hogwarts fer cryin' out loud! Did yeh never wonder where yer parents learned it all?"

"All what?" asked Harry. Merida and Hiccup now seemed as horrified as Jack.

"ALL WHAT?" Hagrid thundered. "Now wait jus' a second!"

Hagrid leapt to his feet. Hiccup cringed back and Merida winced.

"You don't know?" Jack asked. He had hoped Harry would know a few things. Jack felt like he and Harry should get along as great friends since their parents were and they had so much in common, but now…

"Do you mean to say that," Hagrid again turned to the Dursleys, "that this boy-this boy!-knows nothin' abou'-about ANYTHING!"

Hiccup blinked. He didn't know anything about this magic world either, but with the story about Harry around he was surprised. He saw Harry get a little offended at being told he knew nothing.

"I know some things," Harry said, "I can, you know, do math and stuff." Merida snorted and Jack seemed to be pulled from whatever dark road his thoughts took him. Harry seemed even more offended to Merida's reaction.

"No, you don't know anythin' about_ our_ world boy, _your_ world, _my_ world, _their_ world, _your_ _parent's_ world!" Hagrid said.

"What world?" he turned his attention back to Hagrid.

That was the last straw for Jack, "WHAT WORLD!" he cried. Frost started to creep in around his thin jacket and on the floor around him. The air around him dropped a few degrees even though he was sitting next to the fire place. Merida now cringed back with Hiccup.

"DURSLEY!" Hagrid boomed. Hiccup didn't know if the house shook because of the storm or Hagrid's voice. The fat man, Mr. Dursley, went very pale.

"Ya have to know about yer mum and dad," Merida spoke up.

"Yeah," Hiccup added, "They're famous after all, so are you."

"What?" Harry gawked at them, "My-my mom and dad weren't famous, were they?"

Jack's head was bowed. He kept muttering, "He doesn't know…He doesn't know…He doesn't know…" Jack stood up and joined Hagrid glaring at the Dursleys. Frosty footsteps followed him, but no one seemed to notice.

Something seemed to dawn on Hiccup that should have been obvious to everyone. He cleared his voice uncomfortably, "You don't know what you are, do you?" he asked Harry. Merida gasped and covered her mouth.

Mr. Dursley finally found his voice, "Stop," he commanded Hiccup. "Stop there you! I forbid you to tell the boy anything!" Jack stepped in between Hiccup and the fat man. Hiccup scoffed. It reminded him of rare times when new traders appeared in Berk. They didn't believe dragons existed and harassed the Vikings that tried to warn them. Really, he thought, just because you don't want to believe it's there doesn't make it disappear.

"You never told him?" Jack's voice shook with anger, "Never told him anything about his parents!"

"You didn't tell him about the letter Dumbledore left him? I was there! I saw Dumbledore leave it, Dursley! An' you've kept it from him all these years?" Hagrid growled.

"Kept what from me?" Harry asked looking at the two beside him and the giant. Jack turned around to face Harry. He made himself calm down.

"STOP! I FORBID YOU!" yelled Mr. Dursley in a panic. Mrs. Dursley gasped in horror.

"Shut up!" Merida hissed at them.

"Harry. You're a wizard," Jack said coming back to sit next to him again.

"I'm a what?" he gasped.

"A wizard, Harry," Hagrid said as he came to sit down on the couch once again. It groaned and sank with his bulk, "Ah, it's abou' time yeh read yer letter then."

Harry took the familiar yellow envelope. The others smiled around him, remembering their various reactions to the words that were written. Harry stared at it for a moment. He asked, "What does it mean, they await my owl?"

"Gallopin' Gorgons, that reminds me," Hagrid smacked a hand to his forehead then reached into his coat. He pulled out a ruffled up owl, a quill, and a roll of parchment.

Hiccup stared at him, "You had a live owl in your pocket?" He looked to Jack to see if it was normal wizard behavior. Jack returned the look with the same befuddled glance. No, it was just Hagrid then. Hagrid scribbled a quick letter to Dumbledore:

Dear Professor Dumbledore,

Was able to pick up Merida and Hiccup

With only a little bear problem.

Jack had a few angry Muggles to deal with,

But all's well. I've given Harry his letter, and will be

taking them to get their things tomorrow.

Weather's horrible. Hope you're doing well.

-Hagrid

Merida stood to glance at the letter, "Ya call that a wee problem? It nearly killed us! He was taller than ya and meaner than a devil! I didnae believe it at first but that had been Mordu and his nae joke! "

Hagrid chuckled and rolled up the note, "we were the trespassers an' he was just a bit grumpy. 'Sides yeh didn't get killed, now did you?" He went to the door and tossed the bird out into the storm.

"That poor thing," Jack muttered under his breath as the bird got blown away.

"Better him then me," Hiccup responded with the same muttered tone. Merida was scowling at the fire.

"What bear? Who's Mordu?" Harry asked interested.

"On our way down from Scotland, 'fore we picked up Jack; we got a grumpy bear swingin' at us. Everything turned out fine o' course," Hagrid said and sat back down. Merida and Hiccup shared a look that clearly said they disagreed with Hagrid. Harry realized his mouth was hanging open and quickly closed it while Jack tried to cover up his snicker at Harry's reaction. Jack had been shocked too, but Harry's face was priceless. Harry made a mental note to ask Merida and Hiccup more on the bear later.

"Now, where was I?" Hagrid said. Mr. Dursley suddenly moved into the firelight. He still looked pale, but his face was very angry.

"He's not going," he said.

Jack snorted and Hagrid grunted. Even Hiccup couldn't stop his eyes from rolling. He really was maddening.

"I'd like ter see a great Muggle like you stop him," Hagrid said. Jack gave a dark snicker.

"A what?" Harry looked to Hiccup for the answer.

"A Muggle," Hiccup responded still not used to the word himself. "It's what they, er, we call non-magic folk."

"Yeah and it's your nasty luck you ended up with a family of the worst kind of Muggles I've ever seen," Jack added, "and I've seen a lot."

"We swore when we took him in we'd put a stop to that rubbish," the fat man said, "swore we'd stamp it out of him! Wizard indeed!"

Hiccup's shoulders hunched. This guy reminded him of his dad's reaction to the discovery that he was a wizard. This would be something Stoick would try if it hadn't been for Gobber that day.

"You knew?" Harry cried out, "You knew I am a, a wizard." He stumbled over the word.

"Knew!" shrieked Mrs. Dursley suddenly from her corner. "Knew! Of course we knew! How could you not be, my dratter sister being what she was? Oh, she got a letter just like that and disappeared off to that-that school and came home every vacation with pockets full of frog spawn, turning teacups into rats! "Jack gave little a smile at the idea of doing that as a prank, "I was the only one who saw her for what she was, a freak! But for my mother and father, oh no, it was Lily this and Lily that, they were proud of having a-a-a horrid witch in the family!"

She continued the rant. To the three visiting children it seemed like her jealousy had been boiling for years.

"Then she met that Potter at school and they left and got married and had you, and of course I knew you'd be just the same, just as strange, just as-as abnormal, " she said this like people called others rats, "and then, she went and got herself blown up and we got landed with you!"

Merida gasped at how coldly the woman spat out the death of her sister. Hiccup looked grim but unsurprised. He was used to the idea of death and mixed families because of the dragons. Not every child was accepted happily into a new home.

Harry had gone very white. He swallowed and finally spoke with difficulty, "Blown up? You told me they died in a car crash!"

"A CAR CRASH! To Lily and James Potter!" Hagrid jumped up, yet again, in anger. The Durleys scuttled back to their corner. "It's an outrage! A scandal!"

"It's cruel," Merida muttered keeping her sorrowed gaze on Harry.

"Harry Potter not knowin' his own story when every kid in our world knows his name!" Hagrid continued. Jack stayed silent through this. He had thought his situation could be rough. He had lost his father, lived in poverty with his struggling Muggle mom and his little sister. He was constantly bullied by kids and adults; he struggled to keep his somewhat dangerous ice magic under control. But at least he still had his mom's and sister's love. At least he knew his father's stories and adventures and for a short time in his early life he had a father. But Harry didn't. Jack realized how lucky and fortunate he was compared to Harry. In many ways they were similar but in many others they were different. Jack decided then and there that he would help out Harry anyway he could, that would be what his dad would have wanted. Jack rested a supporting hand on the other boys' shoulder. Harry seemed to regain himself a little.

"But why? What happened?" Harry said urgently, "What happened to my parents?"

The room grew silent as the groups full attention turned solely to Harry. Hiccup gave him I wide-eyed look. Merida's face was crumbled with concern. Jack looked at the boy grimily. Hagrid's anger faded to anxiety.

"I never expected this," he said apprehensive, "I had no idea, when Dumbledore told me there might be trouble gettin' hold of yeh, how much yeh didn't know. Ah Harry, I don't know if I'm the right person ter tell yeh-but someone's gotta."

"Let me," Jack cut in. Hagrid gave him a startled look. Jack gave the giant a smile, "he can't go to Hogwarts not knowing his own story right? And his story is kinda like mine so why not?" Hagrid hesitated.

"Oh give the lad a run o' it!" Merida barked uncomfortable with the entire situation. Hagrid finally nodded. He sat once again and looked into the fire.

Jack swallowed and cleared his throat, "um, well, I guess I should start with the truth. I don't really know how this happened, no one really does Harry. It's kinda a mystery or a miracle. So um, a few years back, maybe twenty or so, a dark wizard started getting followers. He…" Jack trailed off uncomfortable, "you wouldn't know his name. Right, um."

Merida rolled her eyes, "Ye cowards can't even get around sayin' his name!"

"Why?" Harry asked confused.

"Gulping gargoyles Harry, people are still afraid!" Hagrid gasped. "He did horrible things he did."

Jack nodded, "A lot of people can't bring themselves to say it, so most call him You-Know-Who or the Dark Lord but the name is…Voldemort." Hagrid shuddered while Merida rolled her eyes.

"Voldemort?"

"Shh!" Hagrid hissed.

"Anyway, he was getting a bunch of followers and turning them to dark magic. You didn't know who to trust back then. He was pretty much taking over. Only a few places were really safe. Our school was one of them, but anyone that stood in his way was killed. Everyone but you."

Harry looked shocked. "Me? He wanted to kill me and my parents?"

"Well your parents were really talented. I guess he really wanted get rid of them." Jack shrugged. "He showed up at your house on Halloween night, nine?" Jack glanced at Hagrid.

"Ten," Hagrid corrected.

"Right, ten years ago. He came to your house and killed them," Jack stated. Hagrid pulled out a handkerchief and blew his nose.

"They were some of the nicest people yeh could find, it's just too sad." Merida patted his arm awkwardly trying to console him.

"There, there," she muttered.

Jack cleared his throat again, "so then he went after you maybe so he got everybody? Maybe he was just a blood hungry monster by then? To me it's just sick," Jack made a disgusted face. "But he couldn't do it. Yep, something happened the night he came. The night your parents died. He tried to kill you, but it didn't work. No one knows why. That scar is a mark from an evil curse that didn't work on you. No one survived it before, not even some of the best witches and wizards of the age."

The room fell silent. Harry looked a little dazed. The people around him looked on in pity. Hagrid broke the silence, "Took yeh from that ruined house myself. On Dumbledore's orders I brought you ta this lot." Merida shot the Muggles a dirty look.

"Nonsense," Vernon Dursley said. Harry and Hiccup jumped.

"Now you listen here boy," he snarled, "I accept there's something strange about you, probably nothing a good beating wouldn't have cured and as for all this about your parents, well. They were weirdos-"

Jack growled, but Dursley continued like he didn't hear the boy, "no denying it, and the world's better off without them in my opinion, "Merida's jaw dropped, "asked for all they got, getting mixed up with these wizarding types, just what I expected, always knew they'd come to a sticky end-"

Hiccup stood up and spoke more than he had that whole evening, "That's enough! You want one of us to say that to your son if something happened to you! Honestly! What kind of high horse are you on? By the gods, don't you realize this guy," Hiccup waved a hand at Hagrid, "can turn you into a pig and leave you to the butcher?" Hagrid lifted his umbrella as if to say, 'and don't think I won't.'

Vernon paled and went back to flattening himself against the wall. "That's better," Hagrid growled.

Harry got everyone's attention again, "But what happened to Vol-" Jack waved his hands in a paniced, 'stop!' motion, "sorry, I mean, You-Know-Who?"

"Good question Harry. Disappeared, he did. Completely vanished the very same night. Makes yeh even more famous. Surprised everybody, he was getting' more powerful so why'd he go?" Hagrid asked. Hiccup shivered and sat closer to the fire. He really hated ghost stories, he couldn't help have some of the scariest Vikings stories float to the front of his mind.

Merida notice Hiccup's reaction. "Some o' the people said he died, but others believe his still out there. He was hardly human, so who knows if he even could die?" Merida said in a spooky voice looking, at Hiccup.

"Kn-knock it off," he grumbled at her. She grinned at him.

Hagrid took over again, "Some think his biddin' his time, but I don't believe it. People who was on his side came back to ours. Some came out of trances and that couldn't have happened if he was coming back. Most of us reckon he's somewhere, too weak to carry on and powerless. Something about you, Harry, finished him. No one knows what."

Hagrid grinned at him. The other children smiled as well. Harry looked at them all unnerved. Hiccup wondered if he thought they were all nuts. He couldn't blame the kid, he laughed the first time he got his letter too.

Harry looked, pleading- apologetic?-as he said quietly, "Hagrid, I think you must have made a mistake. I don't think I can be a wizard." To the boy's surprise they chuckled.

"I didn't either," Hiccup said.

"Ever notice things happen when you was scared or angry?" Hagrid asked, grinning. Harry looked into the fire. Hiccup thought of all the weird things like a roof beam that flew up and hit a dragon that had broken into the house with his dad gone. He was seven and he was sure he was going to die before it just hit the beast and threw it out of the house. Merida remembered the wisps in the forest and how she could always hit her target when she was mad.

Jack squirmed with a blush at all the ice problems he had over the years. He looked down only to notice the earlier frost on his hoodie. He discretely scooted closer to the fire to melt it off hoping no one noticed. Harry looked back at Hagrid, smiling as the giant beamed back. "See? Harry Potter, not a wizard, you wait, you'll be famous at Hogwarts."

Jack snorted, "Great for him, the rest of us will have to work for our reputations."

Hagrid laughed, "I never thought the son o' John Frost would say he had to work for fame!"

Jack flushed, "Hagrid! That's a secret! I can't go off on my dad's reputation, I have to get one myself!"

"Who's John Frost?" Harry asked.

Jack groaned, "Can't you keep a secret Hagrid? He's not supposed to have a son!" Hagrid looked almost bashful. Jack turned to Harry.

"I'll tell you about my dad later, but for now you should know he was a famous wizard and had a lot of enemies. To stay safe people shouldn't know I'm related to him." Harry looked like he wanted to ask a million questions but only nodded. Jack grinned, "We have the whole trip to school to talk."

Dursley stepped up again. It appeared the guy wouldn't give up that easily, "I told you he's not going!" he hissed. "He's going to Stonewall High and he'll be grateful for it."

Hiccup whispered to Jack, "Is Stonewall High a kind of prison?"

Jack chuckled "Close enough."

"I've read those letters and he needs all sorts of rubbish, spell books and wands and-" Vernon ranted.

"If he wants ter go, a great Muggle like you won't stop him," Hagrid growled. "Stop Lily an' James Potter's son goin' ter Hogwarts! Yer mad! His name's been down ever since he was born. He's off ter the finest school of witchcraft and wizardry in the world. Seven years there and he won't know himself. He'll be with these and other youngsters of his sort, fer a change," at that the three children that had come with Hagrid grinned at each other. They already had made more friends on this trip then at their individual homes. "an' he'll be under the greatest headmaster Hogwarts ever had, Albus Dumble-"

"I AM NOT PAYING FOR SOME CRACKPOT OLD FOOL TO TEACH HIM MAGIC TRICKS!" the round man yelled. That had been the last straw for Hagrid.

Hagrid waved his umbrella, "NEVER INSULT ALBUS DUMBLEDORE. IN. FRONT. OF. ME!"

He brought the umbrella swishing down and pointed it at Dudley; a flash of light blinded everyone for a moment, a sound like a firecracker went off and a sharp squeal. The next second the fat boy was jumping and dancing around with his hands clamped over his fat rear end. He howled in pain and turned around so everyone could see. A curly pig's tail poked out of his pants.

"I tried to warn them," Hiccup murmured. He looked a little freaked out with stories of Vikings being turned into boars running through his head. _I wonder if I will still be able to eat pork after this… _he wondered.

Mr. Dursley roared and pulled his wife and son upstairs and slammed the door. Jack raised an eyebrow and walked up to the door.

"Jack?" Merida questioned.

No one could see Jack touch the door and freeze the latch shut. "Just making sure they'll leave us alone for the night!" he answered.

"Shouldn't've lost my temper," Hagrid said remorsefully.

"Better you then me Hagrid," Jack said coming down the stairs, "I don't think Harry would be too happy to have his remaining relatives become snowmen."

Hagrid shook his head, "Didn't work anyway. He was supposed to become a pig completely but I suppose he's so pig-like that there wasn't much left to change. Thanks fer the idea Hiccup."

Hiccup ducked his head unsure if he should be proud of nearly getting a boy turned into a pig. _If it had been Snotlout you would have no problem with it, _a part of his mind hissed at him.

"So you also got yer dad's magic ah Jack?" Hagrid grinned. Jack looked horrified as Hagrid laughed. "I should start calling yeh Jack Frost."

"Don't you dare! It's still a secret! It'll be too obvious! B-besides," Jack looked embarrassed. "I-I'm not nearly as good as dad was." Hagrid started laughing again as he sat back down. The couch shlumbed to the floor in defeat.

"Speaking of secrets, I would appreciate if you kids didn't mention that magic ter anyone. I'm not supposed to do magic really. A little to find ye all and gettin' yer letters to yeh."

"Why not?" Hiccup asked.

"Oh, well, I was at Hogwarts but I, er, got expelled teh be honest. Third year, they snapped my wand and everything. But Dumbledore let me stay on as gamekeeper. Great man, Dumbledore."

"Why were ye expelled?" Merida asked. Hiccup worried. It would be so typical that he would get into this amazing magic school only to get expelled.

Instead of answering Hagrid took off his coat and tossed it to Merida and Harry. "It's getting' late and we've lots to do tomorrow. Gotta get into town and get all yer books an' such. Oh, an' don't mind if it wiggles a little bit, I think there are still a couple of dormice in one of the pockets." Merida looked down at the coat like it was about to bite her or maybe offend her. Jack and Hiccup chuckled at her before going to sleep.

* * *

><p><strong>After Class Speech<strong>

The lights flashed on stage. The audience looked around to see a larger and more grand theater room then before. There was even a balcony to a second floor. The chairs were now cushioned and comfortable. The dark wood podium was larger with gold trim. Rich red curtains were already drawn back. The author didn't waste any time and appeared behind the podium in a puff of smoke. Luckily it wasn't so big to choke anyone this time.

"Hey everyone! It's been a while," the cloaked man waved, "As you can see I've upgraded! It's all thanks to you guys. A lot more of you showed interest in this story than I ever expected. Thank you for all the comments, fav, and follows." At this the Critic bowed his hooded head.

"Now," he raised his head up, "on to business. First off, I would like to introduce MD." he lifted his arm to wave the person on. An average height woman with red/brown hair and a sharp suit walked into the light. She smiled brightly at the crowd. "She is also known as Master Director. She is my Beta, studying in college to become an editor."

"It's a pleasure to meet you all," she said in a cheery tone. "I'll make sure he does this right, so please bare with this idiot."

The Critic scowled, "I have discovered that hiring a editor is like hiring a boss. I am now asking myself why I did this to myself."

"Because you're editing is horrible." she replied. TAC hunched his shoulders and grumbled.

_"Anyway _I have some bad news. I didn't want to do this but I will be going on Hiatus." Suddenly the crowd exploded with booing and jeers. Some of the crowd got up to leave.

"WAIT! It's temporary! I am going somewhere where there isn't the internet access that will allow me to work on this! I have a return date!" The crowd quieted and some returned to their seats. "Good, so it's October 22 2014 to May of 2016." The Critic didn't react to the complaints that were thrown at him.

"Look, as long as there is one person who likes this story, one person that wants this to continue, one who is willing to wait than I will write more. I will come back and continue. So be patient and if you can't then it was great you got this far." The Critic made to leave but stopped.

"Oh and those of you who are wondering what happened to Riley. MD helped me stop her attack. She is now forced to serve snacks and drinks on the second floor." The Critic grinned. "Thanks for reading. Have a great day and I'll see you next time."

With that the curtains closed. The lights changed. It could be a long time before anyone comes back to this room.


End file.
